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TITLE: The End Justifies the Means 
AUTHOR: KellyB aka Pagan 
PAIRINGS: Anakin and Padme 
DATE: Winter/Summer 2003 


SUMMARY: This is a companion piece to my fic ‘Succumb’. If you haven't read that one, it's 
suggested you do so before reading this. This is Anakin's POV of some of the key scenes in 
‘Succumb’ and a few new ones that Padme didn't go into detail over. It is a darker take on 
Anakin's courtship of Padme. 


TIME PERIOD: AOTC and slightly beyond to Revenge of the Sith. 
TYPE: Romance, erotica, seduction, heaps o'angst. 
RATING: Ranges from R to NC-17. 


WARNINGS: If you want to read a Disneyfied story of Anakin and Padme, stop reading NOW! 
This story focuses on the unhealthy aspect of their relationship. Namely, that Anakin has a 
rather unhealthy fixation on Padme. There's a bit of mental coercion, obsession, aggressive 
seduction, and sex. If you are easily offended - stay the heck away. 


DISCLAIMER: I'm just a simple woman trying to make my way in the universe. | intend no 
infringement on the Lucasfilm characters, situations, or storylines. I'm making absolutely NO 
money off of this so suing would really be pointless, George dear. This rendering is merely for 
the titillation of rabid Star Wars fans like me who have WAY too much time on their hands. Bless 
us one and all. 


CRITIQUE: Constructive criticism and comments welcomed - I'll hear whatever you have to say. 
Please respond to kellyo701@hotmail.com 


ARCHIVE: Sure, just let me know where so | can visit. 
NOTE: Force thoughts (if any) are designated by: //thought//. Normal thoughts are designated 


by: {thought}. Direct lines from AOTC and TPM (movie or novel) appear in italics and quotation 
marks when applicable. 


Chapter 1: The End Justified the Means 


Prologue: Sometime during Revenge of the Sith 


"But true love is a durable fire, 

In the mind ever burning, 

Never sick, never old, never dead, 
From itself never turning." 


Anonymous 


If | ever did one thing right in my life it was to love Padme. She is the light, the goodness, and 
the heart that keeps the lurking darkness at bay. When all other avenues have been closed, | 
can turn to her without fear of reproach. It's in Padme's arms that | find the solace and comfort 
that no one else can supply. Without her | don't know what | would do. 


Without Padme there is nothing. 


She completes me, filling up a secret place inside me that no one else ever could. The depth of 
my love for her frightens me at times because with it comes the mind numbing terror of losing it; 
of losing Padme. At night when I'm comforting her after one of her frequent nightmares, | feel as 
though she is slipping away from me and | tighten my hold. She is my everything and | won't let 
her go. 


By loving Padme, | saved her from herself, you know. Before | came back into her life she was 
consumed with her work, never thinking of her own wants, her own needs. Some people called 
ita noble cause, | called it a waste. She never admitted it but she was lonely, trapped in the 
formal role of senator with no end in sight. Padme was meant for love - my love and no one 
else's. 


If | ever did one thing wrong in my life it was to love Padme. | love her far too much to ever be 
considered good for her. | know it deep down but that unwanted and unwelcome knowledge did 
not deter me then nor does it deter me now. She is my obsession, my heart, my very life. 


Manipulation. Coercion. Fear. Intimidation. Those are such ugly words to use when one is 
speaking in terms of courtship and love. Yet those were the too tools | used in my relentless 
quest to make her mine. | told myself that | had no choice but to use my powers to speed up the 
natural course our relationship would have ordinarily taken. | made use of my Force abilities to 
win her over, to seduce her, to overwhelm her defenses. Ruthlessly, | exploited the childhood 
affection she held for me, using it as a base upon which to build. | loved and wanted her so 
much that | didn't care if | frightened her or played unfairly upon her confusion. In fact there 
were times, many times, that | even reveled in the fear and uncertainty that | inspired. 


The control and influence | exercise over Padme, then and now, is a powerful and addictive 
aphrodisiac. 


Do | regret anything? How can | when the direct result of my unorthodox methods was the 
achievement of my heart's desire? Against all odds the slave boy from Tatooine won the heart 
of an angel. If | had to do it all over again | wouldn't change a thing, not for all the power and 
wealth in the Republic. 


Padme Naberrie Amidala is the center of my universe and | made damn sure that she came to 
see me in the very same light - no matter who it hurt or what it cost. 


I've always been a proponent of the end justifying the means. 


A Childhood Meeting 


"A perfect Woman, nobly planned, 
To warn, to comfort, and command; 
And yet a Spirit still, and bright 
With something of angelic light." 


William Wordsworth 


From the moment she walked into Watto's shop all those years ago, | knew - | just knew - that 
she was meant to be mine. 


Pilots and traders had filled my impressionable young mind with incredible stories about angels 
- wondrous creatures whose beauty defied description. Hardened spacers who killed and 
robbed without a thought grew misty-eyed when talking of those rumored beings that were good 
and kind and rare to behold. When | caught my first glimpse of Padme, | needed no more proof 
that those tales were true. 


Our first meeting is forever frozen in my memory like a holograph that | can summon at will. She 
was barely more than a child but she was simply exquisite. If | were a poet | could write an epic 
poem extolling her beauty alone. Almond eyes in a heart shaped face. Long brown hair confined 
in a tail that hung down her back to swing enticingly when she moved. Slender and petite, she 
held herself with an inbred grace and dignity. The rough peasant garb that clothed her body only 
served to enhance her radiance. 


| had stared at her in awe from my perch atop the counter, watching her as she tried to hide her 
curious inspection of Watto's cluttered shop. Despite her attire designed to lead one to believe 
she was at home in such surroundings, it was obvious that the dirty shop was a novelty to her. | 
knew instantly that she did not belong among us mere mortals. 


Musical laughter met my announcement that | would marry her. With a sweet smile she had 
explained she couldn't marry me because | was just a little boy. Visions of a bewildering future 
whirled in my head. Images too overwhelming to take in as a whole flashed by me but one 
irrefutable thing stood out from the rest. | locked my eyes onto hers. 


"| won't always be a little boy." | had said with more forceful conviction than any child should 
possess. 


My comment delivered so confidently was met by silence. Padme looked shaken and she 
shifted uncomfortably under my intense gaze before managing to drag her eyes away. A pretty 
blush stained her cheeks as she hastily bent her head to study with unwarranted fascination the 
design her foot was tracing in the sand. Her entire demeanor fascinated me. It was my first taste 
of the ability | had to disconcert someone older than myself and it was strangely empowering. 


In the turbulent events that followed our fortuitous meeting, Padme forgot what I'd said to her in 
Watto's shop. She had thought it a game, a daydreaming boast created by a child's too vivid 
imagination to entertain a stranger. 


She was wrong, so very wrong. 


We Meet Again 


"You were made perfectly to be loved 
and surely | have loved you, 
in the idea of you, my whole life long." 


E.B. Browning 


Padme didn't recognize me when we met after a ten year separation. From the moment the 
Council had announced our new assignment, | had been a bundle of nerves at the thought of 
seeing her again. It never occurred to me that she wouldn't know me. After all, she had told me 
once that she would always care for me. Yet when Obi Wan and | stepped off the lift her eyes 
had slid dismissively over me to light up with pleasure at the sight of my Master. 


"How could | forget my future husband?" Padme had said teasingly as we had hurtled towards 
Coruscant upon fleeing Tatooine. 


Apparently she could forget quite easily. 


| swallowed the irritation and hurt that ate away at my heart. All those years of dreaming about 
her, of believing that she at least thought of me occasionally, all my hopes crushed. A sudden 
spike of annoyance lanced through me. | was just a slave boy to her, | thought bitterly. 
Someone so insignificant they could be dismissed the moment they were out of her sight. 


My emotions must have reflected on my face despite my efforts to retain an impassive mask. In 
those days hiding my feelings was not the easy a task it was for Obi Wan. It was yet another 
tiresome lecture topic to be endured. 


| was wallowing in misery one minute only to see my hopes rise when Padme did an abrupt 
double take; recognition and surprise flitting across that beautiful face now devoid of the heavy 
make up she had been obligated to wear as queen. 


"Ani? Can it be? My goodness how you have grown!" 
My goodness how you have grown? 


My irritation increased a notch. Padme spoke as if | was being reintroduced to her as a ten year 
old boy instead of the twenty year old man | had become! All my acquired social graces and 
polite manners evaporated under the dismaying realization Padme still thought of me as a child, 
or worse, a younger brother. 


Somehow | managed to stammer out an awkward compliment about her growing more 
beautiful. If the floor could have opened up and swallowed me whole | would have been 
relieved; anything to avoid humiliating myself further. Then in one heart stopping moment 
everything changed. 


Padme tilted her head back, considering my height with bemusement for a few seconds before 
meeting my eyesuly uly meeting them, for the first time. It was like an electric current arcing 


between us, sending nerve endings tingling and heart rates soaring. | was surprised that no one 
else in the room could see the sparks created by our locked eyes. 


Under the intensity of my gaze her affectionate smile of recognition slowly faltered like a flower 
wilting under the blaze of the hot sun. Her face was suffused with a rather becoming shade of 
pink, a clear indication that she felt the connection between us - and it wasn't childish affection. 


The situation distressed her. With growing fascination, | noted the way she stiffened her back 
and shoulders, the way she brought her chin up almost defiantly as she fought desperately to 
regain some semblance of control over the situation. She wrapped herself in a cloak of serene 
regality, clutching it tightly about her in defense of the unexpected turn of events. Her reaction 
both amused and delighted me. | had that effect on her, me, a former slave boy from a 
backwater planet. 


"Oh, Ani, you will always be that little boy | knew on Tatooine." She then said with a pointedly 
condescending smile. 


Padme's words fell like a hammer, shattering my newly acquired confidence. Humiliation 
washed over me at that deliberate slap in the face. The patronizing comment was meant to 
relegate me back to the non-threatening role of a childhood friend. It was a transparent attempt 
to try and file me away under a neat and tidy category so she could safely ignore those 
unexpected feelings that had suddenly surfaced - much to her complete dismay. 


| knew she had felt that connection. It had shown in her eyes for a brief moment before she'd 
managed to recover herself, before she brought down the shutters and clamped down on her 
traitorous response. 

| let the embarrassment wash away, dissipating it through the Force. The slight didn't matter, | 
realized with sudden clarity. Padme had surrounded herself with walls meant to keep others out. 
But she had just unwittingly shown me the first chink in the otherwise impenetrable fortress. 

Ten years of dreaming and planning, | thought with an inner smile. It was then | knew that not 
only had the time and effort not been wasted, but that | was going to enjoy the chase more than 
| had ever enjoyed anything in my entire life. 


In that thought | would be proven both right and wrong. 


Coruscant Bedroom 


"Temptation is the fire that 
brings up the scum of the heart." 


William Shakespeare 
So close, so close, | muttered fiercely under my breath. The terrifying image of those kouhuns 
with their venom tipped tails poised to strike Padme while she slept wouldn't leave my head. A 


few more seconds and | would have been too late to save her. 


"You're using her as bait." Obi Wan had said in disbelief. 


| ground my teeth together in frustration; self-disgust washing over me like a toxic shower. | had 
lied to Obi Wan when | told him the plan had been her idea. It had been my plan and Padme 
had agreed to it after | coaxed her out to the lounge for an all too brief conversation. Once | had 
her approval she had quickly disappeared back into that forbidden room where Dorm was still 
occupied with putting away the senatorial wardrobe. 


My pace increased. All my attention focused on reaching Padme's apartment, to making sure 
she was all right. Over the past ten years, Obi Wan had told me often that | was rash, impulsive, 
arrogant, and careless, among other things, and at that moment | agreed with every single one 
of those harsh words. 


"If she's been harmed in any way... If she's so much as scratched I'll...." | muttered under my 
breath. 


But | shied away from finishing that thought, pushing it back to the secret corners of my mind 
where the dark things lurked, growling and snapping so loudly at times | couldn't hear the voice 
of reason. 


Vengeance is not the way of the Jedi. The Order does not seek revenge against its enemies, 
there is no hate, droned Obi Wan's voice on and on inside my head. 


{I'm better than that} 


The phrase became my mantra. | was still repeating those reassuring words to myself when | 
dismissed the Nubian guards and sent them back downstairs and crossed the lounge to 
Padme's bedroom; when | stood in the doorway silently watching her; and when | sauntered 
over to the edge of her bed under her wary gaze. 


| sat down carefully, waiting for some sort of voiced objection that surprisingly never came. | 
smiled in what | hoped was a reassuring manner, trying to project the proper Jedi image, but it 
was an endeavor | failed miserably at as | was unable to stop my eyes from wandering. Padme 
was within arms reach, we were completely alone and | feasted on the sight and opportunity like 
a ravenous dog. 


My too-hungry gaze swept her form voraciously, taking in the soft curves and golden flesh on 
glorious display. The agitated rise and fall of her chest held my fascinated attention far longer 
than could be considered proper by any stretch of the imagination and when | looked back at 
her face, Padme was flushed from my intense scrutiny. Force, she was even more beautiful 
than I'd remembered. 


Without considering what | was doing, | reached out and brushed my fingertips against the 
heated flesh of her cheek. It was the barest of touches but Padme jerked her head back as if 
scalded. Her act of rejection was like a swift, vicious punch in my gut. Hurt, | withdrew my hand 
and let it drop to the bed, though | refused to look away from the uneasy dark pools that 
considered me back. Padme was going to find she couldn't get rid of me so easily. 


The lines of hody ody tightened with renewed tension as | told her of all that had transpired 
since leaving her to go after Obi Wan and the assassin probe. My voice was gruff with personal 
misery. The news | brought her wasn't what she'd hoped and | felt like I'd failed her. My earlier 
boasts about catching the person responsible taunted me, my conscious whispering words 


accusing me of incompetence and carelessness. Humiliation washed over me, the vehement 
and rash promises I'd made to Padme suddenly seemed as childish to me as they must have to 
her - and everyone else in the room. I'd just wanted her to see me as the man I'd become, to 
know | wasn't that insecure little boy anymore. In my haste to be her hero, her savior, | had 
instead left myself wide open to play the fool. 


The silence that followed my tale condemned me further. | wasn't the one who'd made the 
spectacular attention getting jump through a window towering miles above the ground. Had she 
been thinking about Obi Wan all this time? He never had trouble attracting women with his good 
looks and cultured accent. | snorted to myself. The voice that made so many female hearts 
flutter wasn't nearly as pleasant when you had to listen to it for hours and hours on end, | 
thought sourly. 


Would she dream of Obi Wan? 


Not if | had anything to say about it came the dark thought. Still, | couldn't help but remember 
the way her face lit up earlier whee'd e'd spied my Master getting off the lift. She hadn't even 
recognized me. 


Beside me, Padme moved restlessly. Belatedly, | realized how late it actually was, that in a few 
hours it would be morning and she'd hardly slept at all. | didn't care for the smudges of fatigue 
shadowing eyes already darkened with grief and worry. Determined to atone for not following 
through on my promise, | used the Force to send her to sleep for some much needed rest. She 
fought it, | could feel her mental struggle, her resolve not to submit, but her will was no match for 
my abilities and reluctantly her eyelids finally drifted shut. 


For that | had no need to apologize. 


It wasn't right what | did next. It wasn't the way of the Jedi to take advantage of such a situation 
and | knew it. But all the teachings in the galaxy could not prevent the compulsion to reach out 
and caress her face. It had been so very long. The memory of the affectionate hug Padme had 
given me before I'd left Naboo ten years previous was thin and worn from being brought out for 
comfort every time I'd been lonely or sad; the corners ragged with the constant handling from 
my grubby hands. | needed something new to hold in my heart. 


| only meant to linger at her cheek in a silent gesture of goodnight. It would have ended there 
had she not turned and pressed herself into my palm so trustingly. Had the warm scent of clean 
skin and vanilla not filled my senses so tantalizingly. Had not her sweet breath feathered across 
my roughened hand. 


It was too much temptation for a man starved and | didn't hesitate a moment longer. 
{Mine} 


Smooth skin, more delicate than the shimmersilk that clung to her warm body, met my touch. 
My fingertips danced down to her neckline, over her breasts, down the curve of her waist to 
linger at her hip. Padme was perfection. The sight of her in her white nightgown with her dark 
brown hair spread out on her pillow and about her shoulders was so much more than I'd dreamt 
it. And though | no longer was nave or unschooled enough to believe in those mythical angels 
from the Moons of lego, | could've been persuaded otherwise that night. 


The contented sigh that rose from Padme as she slipped further intoep bep brought a satisfied 
smile to my face and drew me from my musings. With great reluctance | left the spot on her hip 
where my hand fit so perfectly and followed the familiar path back up to her cheek. | hoped she 
would dream of me as | dreamt of her - dreams of love and desire. If she didn't, she would 
eventually. | would make sure of it - just as | made sure Obi Wan was banished from her 
thoughts. 


The minutes slipped away while | remained at Padme's bedside. The sound of her slow and 
even breathing caressed my ears in the otherwise silent room. | stared down pensively, drinking 
my fill of the vision seeming to slumber so peacefully under the touch of my hand. 


She would love me soon, of that | was determined. Any other outcome would destroy me. 


The Meadow Picnic 


"She shall be mine, and | will make 
A lady of my own.” 


William Wordsworth 


Since we arrived on Naboo, Padme had become maddeningly contradictory in her behavior and 
actions. One minute she would seemingly flirt with the ease of those empty headed women who 
frequented the various society functions Obi Wan and | were obliged to attend back on 
Coruscant and other worlds. The next she would freeze up, her expression turning indifferent as 
she fell back behind the mask of the untouchable senator and former queen. 


| dislike it when she became that coldly formal politician when she was with me. In that mode 
she seemed unapproachable, unattainable to the mere likes of a Jedi Padawan. So it became 
my favorite past time to draw her out, to disconcert her, to strip away the mask she tried to use 
as a shield. The knowledge that | could send her heart racing and heat her blood with just a look 
or a smile was as intoxicating as the strongest Corellian brandy. 


Padme didn't quite know what to make of me. She was use to dealing with men who observed 
the conventions and rules that governed polite society. Her world was full of government 
officials and courtiers who bowed over her hand only to back meekly away when their overtures 
were spurned. Eggshell walkers, | called them when | was feeling generous. When | wasn't 
there were decidedly worse terms | took delight in using. Others called them gentlemen. 


| was not a gentleman. 

I'd no intention of letting Padme treat me like one of her foppish senators or lobbyists. 
Meekness was not in my nature and | had no compunctions whatsoever about using any means 
necessary to make her fall in love with me. | was determined that there would be no more 
rejections from the willful senator. 


The rebuffed kiss by the lake would not be repeated 


Padme confused matters further by sending conflicting signals that kept me off balance and 
unsure of myself, reducin to to that awkward ten year old boy | had once been, driving me to 


complete distraction. She blew hot and cold and the strange thing was | don't think she was 
even aware she was doing it. There were times when she grew quiet, confusion clouding her 
eyes, and she would steal uneasy glances at me when she thought | wasn't looking. But that 
realization didn't make things any easier on me. After several years of being fawned over and 
chased by bored politician's wives, it was annoying to be constantly slapped down and treated 
like a child by the only person | ever truly wanted. Her determinedness to keep me at arms 
length kept my resentment at a constant simmer until the day in the meadow when it finally 
came to a boil. 


| let my jealousy get the better of me. It was not my intention to attempt to seduce Padme on 
that day, out in the open where anyone could have ventured by. For once | had been trying to 
practice restraint. Had it been with any other goal in mind, Obi Wan would have been proud of 
my effort. | must have recited the Jedi Code to myself a thousand times in order to keep my 
mind on my goal...and my hands off of her. For awhile it worked. 


For just over two weeks, | managed to treat her with kid gloves, never daring to make anything 
other than a friendly gesture or give anything more than an innocent smile. After the disaster of 
our first day at the retreat, | was leery of breaking the calm. Gradually my patience - tried 
beyond what | thought myself capable of - started to pay off. Without her constant worries and 
workload Padme relaxed, probably for the first time in years, and she was able to just be 
herself, and more importantly, to let her guard down - though a degree of skittishness remained. 


It started out innocently enough. | wanted to know everything that had happened to her since 
the day I'd departed after the celebratory parade. No detail was too minute. | was like a thirsty 
man when it came to hearing about her life. 


Once the Trade Federation crisis ended, Naboo again faded into the background of galactic 
importance. As queen of a rather insignificant planet at peace, it had not been necessary for 
Padme to travel off world during the rest of her reign. It was only when she became a member 
of the senate that she came back to the capital, and even then her visits were infrequent. 


Despite the fact the Senate and the Jedi Temple were relatively close in proximity, there had 
been no opportunities for us to meet, or even for me to catch sight of her from afar. During the 
eighteen months in which she had served as senator, Obi Wan and | had been off world on 
mission after mission. Even the holovid archives were of no help to a desperate Padawan 
yearning for a glimpse of the woman who haunted his dreams. Though she had been heavily 
involved over the last year with the faction against the Military Creation Act, she was not the 
official spokesperson. It was Bail Organa who held that dubious honor. The press only thought 
to pay Padme attention again after the first assassination attempt on her life, by which time we 
were only hours away from meeting once more. 


So in my efforts to learn all | could that day on Naboo, | unwisely ventured into dangerous 
territory. In retrospect | should have known better than to delve into a subject with such potential 
for personal pain but | did not expect the swift rush of jealousy that set my teeth on edge as 
Padme teasingly told me about her first kiss, of Palo. Dark curly-headed, dreamy-eyed, artistic 
Palo who had come before me and stolen what was mine. 


| felt an overpowering urge to hit something, preferably him as she described her childhood 


love. Palo will never know how lucky he was that | never came face to face with him. 


That her first kiss had occurred two years before we had even met was irrelevant. That I'd had 
far more experience with the jaded women who always seemed to frequent the government 
social gatherings was of no consequence. A double standard? Yes, of course it was. But that is 
the way of the galaxy, the way of men. | make no excuses. It was how | felt, wrong or not. 


| changed the subject then, deliberately picking on her career as a politician just to watch her 
eyes lose that look of soft remembrance. She accused me of teasing her. | looked away with a 
laugh but inside my head the image of her kissing someone else was tormenting me and my 
heart was clamoring for sweet retribution. 


It wasn't something | planned but | most certainly took advantage of the situation. How could | 
not? One minute we were laughing and tumbling down the hill as if neither of us had a care in 
the universe and the next we came to a stop with Padme sitting astride me, her slight weight 
pressing into my hips with such innocent provocation. And all it took was a simple Force 
manipulation of where our bodies came to rest. 


I'd heard the phrase before but I'd never really thought it was possible for time to actually freeze. 
It did that day as bright brown eyes shone down at me, bathing me in their radiance, warming 
me from the inside out. For one endless, yet too quickly forgotten moment, Padme allowed 
herself to act like a girl instead of a senator and forgot to immediately reclaim the dignity she 
wore like a crown of thorns. 


Just as swiftly as it had occurred, the wondrous moment ended. Padme's laughter trailed off as 
the inappropriateness of our positions began to creep into her awareness, stealing the smile 
from her face. A spark of fear flared to life in her eyes as if she'd seen something disturbing 
lurking in the depths of my expression. Without the brilliance of her smile | felt the cold sweep of 
loneliness spread across my heart. 


A swift tide of red embarrassment colored her face and Padme made as if to rise but | had other 
ideas. The memory of her rejecting my kiss the day we'd arrived refused my hands the 
permission to release her. Instead | tightened my hold at her waist to keep her from escaping. 


The warmth of her body seeped through the material of her dress and | began a slow kneading 
caress at her waist, every motion sending the fabric rubbing enticingly against the hidden flesh 
beneath. The liberties | was taking shocked Padme into silence and she closed her eyes in 
desperation, not understanding why she couldn't frame a vocal protest; not understanding why 
she felt a flutter of dormant excitement. She was stunned at my boldness. Only Padme could 
consider the tame movements of my hands at her waist to be bold. By the standards of the 
women | had been with it was practically platonic. Unschooled and unskilled, | thought with 
triumph, and | would be the one to awaken her. 


Waves of bewildered pleasure crashed through our Force connection, spiking my own ardor. | 
felt myself harden and knew that the innocent contact was not enough. Abruptly, Padme's eyes 
opened confusion and desire darkening the brown orbs. Her glassy-eyed gaze remained riveted 
on mine as | dared to push further and ran my hands up her torso with deliberate ease. When 
my hands slid over her breasts, a sharp intake of air sounded and a violent shudder ran through 
her slender frame. 


My hands moved to stroke the length of her back and a crooked half smile curved my lips. 
Someone once had called it my bedroom smile, claiming it made her go weak in the knees, that 
it made her want to do all kinds of wicked things. And as Padme's body sank down atop my 
own, her lips coming ever closer, | couldn't help but think of all the decadent things | wanted to 
do to her. 


A tortured sigh escaped her seconds before she gave in to the inevitable and kissed me. She 
meant it to be quick; a kiss given to appease me so | would let her go...and once released she 
could then quickly dismiss the incident from her mind as if it had never happened, just as she'd 
done with our first kiss. Remembered anger and renewed frustration flashed through me. | 
wasn't going to let her torment me in that manner. There would be no backing away this time, 
no acting like the kiss never happened. This time she would not be able to deny this thing that 
was between us. 


The swiftness in which | literally turned the tables on her left her breathless. Flipping her over 
onto her back left her gratifyingly stunned and her face wore an incredulous expression that 
turned rapidly into nervous unease as the precariousness of her situation began to filter through 
to her overwhelmed mind. Padme had lost control of the situation and she knew it. 


It was with great satisfaction that | watched apprehension light her eyes, felt her delicate hands 
press flat against the wall of my chest to ward me off, and felt the pressure of her hips arching 
against me. After today she would know who she belonged to, | swore to myself. Arrogant pride 
filled me knowing | had such an affect on the normally poised and sophisticated senator. There 
would be no breaking of a kiss only to claim she shouldn't have allowed it. | was in control now 
and | wouldn't relinquish it without a fight. 


"Anakin, please..." Padme began in a shaky voice. 


Our lips were only a hairs breath apart and | couldn't keep the smugness from either my 
expression or tone. 


"Please, Padme?" | said with a smirk. "I think | rather like to hear you beg, milady." 


Brown eyes widened at my provocative words and the accompanying tremor that ran through 
her drew from me a smile heavy with primal want. | studied the slightly parted lips longingly. Her 
talk of Palo rose up to squeeze my heart. | knew it was irrational, that it was idiotic and illogical 
to feel threatened by a ghost from her past but | could not stem the tide of angry jealousy. 


"| wasn't your first kiss. But Padme, | swear | will be the only one you kiss from this day 
forward." 


Before she could react, my mouth came crashing down on hers with more force than was really 
necessary. | easily overcame her initial resistance using the advantage of my position and my 
strength, holding her face steady as my tongue demanded and gained entrance to taste the 
sweet moist cavern of her mouth. | didn't want to force a response from her but at the same time 
| reveled in my dominance, the small whimpers of protest fading to those of pleasure 
encouraging me to continue. When she finally slid her hands around my neck to thread her 
fingers through my hair and actually pulled me closer, | knew both triumph and joy. 


There was no more haughty senator, cautious and formal, there was only a girl - my girl, and 
she was kissing me back with unrestrained abandon. 


Memories of what followed are mixed and jumbled in my mind like a child's puzzle tossed 
haphazardly in its container. Padme's body was beneath me, soft and pliant under my seeking 
hands and between my thighs. Her mouth, ripe and inviting, still tasting of the jinjo berries she'd 
eaten for dessert was soft and delicious. Sweet, warm breath mingled with mine, filling my lungs 
with her taste, her life force. Mewling cries and soft whimpers from the back of her throat 
tempted my ears and aroused me almost to the point of pain. All the dreams and fantasies that 
had kept me warm at night suddenly seemed to be coming true at long last. 


We were a tangled mess of entwined limbs, mussed hair, and disordered clothing. Sun warmed 
skin met my lips as | moved down the column of Padme's throat; my hands cupped and 
kneaded those sweet breasts that I'd been aching to touch for far too long. Heat and desire 
blossomed between us, swiftly wiping out reason and common sense. | forgot where we were, | 
forgot who we were, and my body took over with only one goal in mind. 


My lips trailed across the exposed flesh above the low neckline of Padme's dress, savoring its 
delicate taste and feel. With infinite care | eased the straps from her rounded shoulders and 
began tll hil her bodice down, intent on exposing her naked breasts to my hungry gaze and 
mouth. Progress was painstakingly slow in order to avoid alarming the apparently oblivious girl 
but somehow | found the strength to restrain myself from ripping the front of her dress apart... 
just. | concentrated on kissing every centimeter of newly bared flesh, losing myself in scented 
skin and her soft body beneath me. | was almost half way to my goal when Padme suddenly 
stopped me. 


Desperate hands pulled at the front of her dress and a wordless cry of protest sounded. | almost 
did the unthinkable and carried on despite her wishes to the contrary. The lust and desire 
coursing through my veins urged me not to stop, to take what | wanted, but the look of real fear 
in her dark brown eyes and the tensing of her body beneath me brought me to my senses. 


Padme was my elder by just over four years. She was more experienced in the ways of galactic 
politics and the art of diplomacy, she moved in society with practiced ease; but when it came to 
love and desire, she was a mere child, a complete innocent. It was | who held the upper hand in 
that ancient game played out between men and women over the centuries. Reluctantly, | 
granted her a temporary stay and set about soothing her jangled nerves and erasing her fears. 


It was easily done, though by no means ethical. Using a Jedi calming technique along with the 
arousal that still simmered in her eyes, | held her face in my hands, whispering her name, 
dissipating the tenseness gradually until she once again surrendered to her newly awakened 
body's demands. 


That is, until | pushed her too far. 


She ran from me. 

She ran from me! 

That thought rolled around and around in my head, gaining volume until | could no longer hear 
the birds singing or even the dull roar of the waterfalls. A dark and furtive voice broke through 


the cacophony with hissing taunts. The slave boy had dared to touch the senator, to soil her 
with his work worn hands and she had fled in disgust. How can you tolerate such behavior from 


14 


her? Aren't you good enough for the esteemed Padme Naberrie? 
{She didn't seem to think so} 


| didn't want to believe it. | couldn't believe it. Padme had responded, she'd kissed me back, 
she'd run her fingers through my hair, and had pressed her body to mine in invitation. Sith! 
Padme had felt something, | was sure of it! 


Unless she responded that way to everyone she kissed, a jeering voice whispered mockingly. 


Jealousy twisted my insides and beat down my sensible side, the part of me that knew | was 
being unfair to her. I'd felt the shame rolling off of her in intense waves as she stood above me 
with a glazed look in her eyes. | could taste her embarrassment flavored with bitter rse.rse. And 
when | had reached out to her with her name on my lips, she had stared at me in horror, 
stumbling away with jerky, panicky movements only to turn and flee. 


{Slave...AniAniAniAni...you will learn your place...slaveslaveslave} 


The next thing | knew, | was on my feet and giving chase with as much determination and 
ruthlessness as a hunter after his escaping prey. 


The Flight 
"Suddenly, as rare things will, it vanished.” 


E.B. Browning 


Once, on a planet whose name | can no longer recall, Obi Wan and | had been reduced by 
extenuating circumstances to living off the land for a time. Practically the only thing edible to 
humans had been a four-legged furry animal called a tabor. | remembered the sense of primal 
exhilaration thrumming in my veins as | chased that agile animal through the scrub brush, my 
growling stomach fueling my determination. 


The same thrill of the chase flowed through me as | followed Padme into the trees that rimmed 
the meadow. Primitive instincts inherited from ancestors long dead rose up from their dormant 
state, becoming second nature once more. | was all too aware that there was more urging me 
onwards though. Dark emotions Jedi are supposed to control burned inside me. They wrestled 
control away from the rational man. Anger, fear, jealousy, lust, and the humiliation of a 
perceived rejection - they all played their role in that insane course that | was so set upon. | was 
not thinking about anything other than catching the fleeing girl who had dared to run from me 
like | was something frightening; like | was somehow unworthy due to the circumstances of my 
birth. 


Curses that would've curled Obi Wan's beard rose from me as branches snagged my clothes 
and my hair, while prickly bushes whipped back to sting the exposed flesh of my hands and 
face. Every injury suffered was added to the catalog of grievances | was mentally compiling. 


Each time Padme stumbled, barely avoiding what could have been very nasty falls, my heart 
leapt into my throat. | marveled that | retained the ability to remain concerned for her welfare 


while at the same time wanting to throttle her so hard her teeth rattled. 


Inevitably, the distance between us dwindled until | was close enough to hear the little sobs of 
distress hidden beneath her harsh panting breaths. My conscience stabbed at me but | shoved 
it aside with ease as my fingers finally closed around Padme's upper arm, digging into the 
tender flesh. The startled scream that tore past her lips only made me that much more 
determined. Immediately, | swung her around to face me, narrowing my eyes angrily. | ignored 
the panicked expression worrying her brown eyes, intent on demanding an explanation and 
reparation. 


The first blow contacted painfully with my jaw. The second ged oed off my nose with enough 
force to send stars shooting before my eyes. Wild, flailing fists were coming at me without 
rhyme or reason and | had to work quickly to avoid any real damage. The anger within began to 
dwindle away as it dawned on me exactly how upset Padme was. The pain of rejection turned to 
concern and | gathered her to me in a tight embrace, pinning her arms safely at her sides, 
holding her to me with her back firmly pressed against my chest. 


The previously soft and pliant body was now all rigid lines and tensed muscles. The violent 
trembles racking her body were her only movements. Each tremor twisted the knife of remorse 
that was working its way into my gut. 


The shame | had sensed from Padme had been directed at herself not me. Too late | realized 
how bewildering and overpowering everything must be for her. | had done the one thing | had 
never wanted, | had scared her by pushing too far, too fast. | wanted her so much that it was 
overriding all sense of caution and common sense. Even knowing this, it was all | could do to 
stop myself from pushing her up against the nearest tree and tasting those lips again. 


Tamping down hard on that tempting urge, | made myself continue with the calming sway while | 
whispered soothing nonsense against her hair, automatically falling back on the language my 
mother had taught me as a child. It didn't matter that she couldn't understand the lilting words. | 
needed something to distract her, something that would keep her mind off kilter until | had 
decided how best to control the damage. 


The heady scent of Padme's overheated skin and perfumed hair made it difficult to concentrate 
and soon | was lost in the feel of the body that was gradually relaxing back into mine. Witha 
heavy sigh, she let her head fall to the side, pressing one side of her face into my chest. Though 
| doubted she even knew she was doing it, | tightened my embrace in response. That there was 
no awareness in her actions didn't matter to me. To my surprise | found that | was just content to 
simply hold her. 


| don't think she ever knew exactly how long | rocked her in my arms that afternoon. The 
minutes slipped away one by one, time melding until it seemed that only we existed. | watched 
the shadows darken and lengthen absently, not really caring if we ever went back but knowing 
that we had to. It was under that almost magical spell that | reluctantly eased my hold and 
turned Padme to face me. 


The dying light of the day bathed her delicate features in a warm glow that took my breath away. 


Chapter 2: The End 2 


A Fireside Conversation 


"But I, being poor, have only my dreams; 
! have spread my dreams under your feet; 
Tread softly because you tread on my dreams." 


William Butler Yeats 


| wanted Padme to see the real me. | wanted her to know | was sincere in my attentions. So | 
put away the courtly graces in favor of speaking from my heart and telling her exactly what was 
in my soul. 


Even | cringed at the clich's that came out of my mouth. It was like a bad holovid. 


Every word uttered seemed more pathetic than the last, desperation overruling the voice of 
common sensibility me stop before | made an even bigger fool of myself. My panic increased 
with each painful second. The expected and hoped for reciprocation from Padme never came. | 
had to watch as she shifted uncomfortably in her seat by my side, her brown eyes skittering 
away, never making contact with mine for very long. 


The sick feeling that had made its home in the pit of my stomach grew with my every breath. 
Nothing was going as I'd planned. But the voice of fear spurred me on, successfully drowning 
out caution and reason. | had to make her understand. 


"Padme, listen to me..." 

My attempted plea was cut off when she jumped to her feet and began to prattle on about our 
positions as Jedi and Senator, about duty and responsibility. Yet in the very next breath she 
inadvertently confirmed that she had feelings for me. | couldn't understand how she could be so 
rational and cold about it. 

"lam not going to give into this." Padme said with an air of finality. 

| turned away from her, unable to stand the expression of hardened resolve that was crushing 
my hopes and dreams. My mind raced for something, anything that would change her mind. 
And then the solution came to me. | couldn't understand why it hadn't occurred to me before. 

| turned back, watching her from the shadows like an animal set to pounce. 

"It wouldn't have to be that way. We could keep it a secret." 

The stunned look on her face sent my heart plummeting. Gods, why did she have to be so 
stubborn! Gritting my teeth in frustration, | briefly considered the idea that perhaps the Order 


was right for no other reason than it would mean not having to deal with difficult women! 


"Then we would be living a lie - one we could not keep up even if we wanted to. | could not do 
that. Could you, Anakin? Could you live like that?" 


| bit back the bitter smile that was threatening to curl my lips. If it meant claiming her as my own, 
| could damn well do anything. Hell, with regards to Padme | was already past the point of no 
return when it came to right and wrong. But | didn't tell her that. Recognizing a stalemate when | 
saw one, | changed tactics and pretended to agree with her, even while my mind once again 
began working on a way to overcome her objections. 


| had no doubts that | would find away - none whatsoever. 


Tatooine Garage - Remnants of a Confession 


"From the deepest, darkest 
Depths of Hell 

There rises a passion 

The fury of which the universe 
Has never known." 


Greg Phillips 


Nightmarish reminders reached out with long bony fingers to prod me mercilessly. Haunted by 
unspeakable images, | awoke to find myself lying across Padme's lap, one of her hands resting 
lightly atop my head, its fingers threaded through my hair. She was slumped to the side in what 
looked to be a very uncomfortable position and even in sleep her brow was knit with worry. 


Vague impressions of being held and rocked comfortingly solidified, turning into actual 
memories that set off distant warning bells. For one blissful moment | could not recall how or 
why | came to be in Padme's arms on the floor of the garage. Then with a suddenness that 
turned my blood to ice came the horrifying realization that my nightmare wasn't a figment of my 
imagination but very, very real; a waking nightmare where my mother lay stiff and unmoving due 
to my failure to reach her in time. 


Swallowing the lump in my throat, | carefully eased myself into a sitting position so as not to 
disturb Padme, grimacing when stiffened muscles groaned in protest. | shifted the sleeping girl 
with gentle hands until she lay more comfortably in my lap, her head resting in the crook of my 
arm. | glanced at the slice of darkened sky visible from where | sat, noting the angle of the moon 
lit shadows. Even after all that time | was still familiar with Tatooine nights. There was still a long 
time before morning came. 


The sound of a soft incoherent murmur from Padme drew my attention away from the starry sky. 
For a long while | studied her face in the dim light of the garage and then | sighed resignation. 
She wasn't supposed to be there with me. I'd told her | wanted to be alone to mourn in private. 
But the real reason was | didn't trust myself around her, not when | was trying to cage the 
volatile animal still roaming unleashed inside of me. 


It had been almost a full day since | had exacted vengeance and the raw energy still hummed in 
my veins like the effects of a strong drug. | closed my eyes wearily, pushing the pain down, 
holding it in and lettit bit burn its way through my body, taking a strange comfort in it. The 
addictive power was simmering just beneath the surface with such force it was a tangible entity. 
Anger, hate, and fear continued to tumble around inside my head making it difficult to take in the 
enormity of what | had done and how | had done it. 


Gods, it had been awe inspiring though. It had been like having the capability to tap into an 
energy source with the ability to fuel a thousand suns or destroy entire worlds - all in the time it 
took to blink. And it had been mine. The knowledge that it could be again filled me with both 
exhilaration and dread. To be engulfed with that pure surge of raw power, to be able to do 
anything... 


The sound of children and women screaming rang in my head. High pitched wails and uneven 
keening in that harsh, guttural language of the sand people. Dead eyes staring up at me froma 
bloodied face, her broken body cradled in my arms. Her tormentors crushed and dissected, their 
remains scattered about the harsh terrain for the desert predators to feast upon. Dead - all dead 
in payment for murdering my mother. No burials or funeral pyres for them. Vicious animals did 
not deserve such considerations. 


The hate and anger had been put to good use. In those gut wrenching moments I'd been 
unstoppable, all powerful. 


Why couldn't | stop hearing the screams? 
"I'm so proud of you, Ani." 


Too late to save her despite the constant visions that had tried to warn me. Bitterness hardened 
my heart. | should have heeded those dreams which had haunted me for months. Blame, 
blame.....someone had to be to blame. 


"Dreams pass in time." Obi Wan's worthless platitude came back to me. 


Obi Wan. The name of my Master hissed past my clenched teeth. | never should've listened to 
him. I'd told Padme that it was all Obi Wan's fault. Was it? If not his, whose? Perhaps it was the 
Order's for following such arcane and unfeeling rules and traditions? 


Absenitly | traced the smooth curve of Padme's brow. The warm weight of her body against my 
thighs, chest and arms was invoking dangerously tempting feelings. Lips, moist and inviting, 
were beckoning me closer while an inner voice urged me on; urged me to take comfort in her 
soft, sweet flesh. 


She needed her rest, | knew that. Owen had told me she hadn't been able to sleep the entire 
time | was gone. That thought made me hesitate but once again the temptation proved too great 
and surrendering to it, | bent to cover her mouth with mine. 


The first kiss woke her, rousing her from a sleep | should've let continue. Padme's eyelids 
fluttered open slowly to reveal brown eyes still clinging to the realm of slumber. Taking 
advantage of her rather dazed state | kissed her again, tasting her with a sweep of my tongue, 
and was rewarded with a tentative response. One soft hand came up to lightly rest against my 
cheek before sliding to the back of my neck to pull me closer. Immediately, | deepened the kiss 
as passion took a firmer hold and overruled common sense. 


//Let me love you, Padme// 


With a violent shove, she was out of my arms and scrambling to her feet, desperate trepidation 
shining in her eyes, her body ridged with tension. All my frustration and feelings of rejection 


surfaced, sending me to my own feet and towards her with the intention of continuing what had 
been started. Memories of the spurned kiss on the balcony and the way she had pushed me 
away from her in the meadow poisoned my every thought. 


"Anakin, no. I-lam sorry. We cannot... | cannot." 


| heard her words but they didn't really register. Stepping forward, | reached out for her only to 
be brought up short when she pulled back sharply, her cry of 'no' seeming to bounce off the 
thick earthen walls endlessly. 


The air buzzed around me, crackling with the dark energy that had overtaken me the day 
before. I'd just managed to push it down when she spoke again, her words imperious and 
condescending like they'd been that first day on Naboo; the day she'd batted me down in front 
of the queen and the others. 


"We have discussed this already. It is not possible for us. We agreed." 


Her words were reasonable, the tone was not and it set loose the anger | had just fought to 
suppress. 


Padme knew she had made a mistake, her expression betraying her, and | fed off the 
nervousness and unease emanating from her as if it were a banquet. Still, | couldn't quite bring 
myself to move towards her, a barely discernible voice warning me to keep my distance. It was 
useless. The need for release proved too great to suppress. Holding in the energy was burning 
a hole in my stomach and sending a shooting pain through my head. 


Before | even realized I'd done it, the tray of food Padme had brought me earlier lifted, flying 
through the air to hit the wall with a satisfying crash. The items resting haphazardly on top the 
workbench quickly followed, the noise deafening in the confined space. The dark power flowing 
through me began to ebb slightly and | thought the worst was over. Relief that | had not taken 
my rage out on Padme moved through me but with it came the horrified awareness that | could 
easily have done so with hardly a qualm. And then | heard it. 


//.....childish temper tantrum// 


| picked up her thought as easily as if she'd spoken those infuriating words out loud. The 
darkness roared louder as every slight suffered came rushing to the forefront; taunting me, 
mocking me. All | wanted to do was punish her, to make her feel the same humiliation that she 
had caused me. And underlying everything was the desperate hunger for her that was 
screaming to be appeased whether she was willing or not. 


When | swung around to face her it was with a curiously detached feeling. The animal had taken 
over and | relinquished control with an odd sense of relief. She had ignored my wish to be left 
alone and now she would see why she should have listened to me. 


Why would she never listen to me? 
There was a sharp intake of breath from Padme and she took a quick step backwards, realizing 
too late that | had picked up on her provocative words and thoughts. | saw the path her gaze 


then took, her eyes darting past me to the open doorway to judge her chances of reaching 
safety. The smile on my face was cruel. Everything about her, from the tensing of her muscles 
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to the look in her eye declared her intention to run. Thus warned, | easily thwarted her attempts 
to get by me, our intricate steps resembling a dangerous dance. With a growing sense of 
devilish delight, | stalked slowly towards her, maneuvering her further away from her only 
means of escape, further into the shadows of the dim interior. 


A temper tantrum? Her opinion stung viciously. | wasn't a child and | would prove to her how 
wrong she was. My narrowed eyes locked with her frightened ones, the smile vanishing from my 
face as quickly as it had appeared. 


"Childish? You think me childish, Padme?" | asked, hostility lacing each word. 


She took another step backwards, her eyes riveted on my face as she shook her head in the 
negative. Ah, but it was too late, she herself had set this in motion and | had every intention of 
seeing it through. There was a lesson to be taught here, one that | was determined she would 
not forget. 


| continued advancing on her until further retreat was made impossible by the wall at her back. 
{Not just the men but the woman and the children} 


The visual image of her looking at me like | was some kind of monster flashed before me, 
egging me on. Padme stared up at my smirking face with dawning dread. At last she was 
beginning to understand that | was not one of her prim and proper suitors or an intimidated co- 
worker who could be treated like a lap dog. Her mounting fear shown in the depths of her 
chocolate eyes and a perverse thrill ran through me. 


Oh yes, the gloves were definitely off. 


| loomed over her trembling figure, her demeanor so different from that of the cool and 
composed girl who could cut me to the quick with such ease. | reached out to run a lazy finger 
down the side of her face, a mocking challenge in my eyes. A small sound of distress escaped 
from her when | suddenly grasped her chin in what | knew was a painful grip. | leaned down 
leisurely, letting the unnerving silence stretch out until her body was screaming from the tension. 


So she didn't want me? It was time to remind her of the way the mighty senator had responded 
to a former slave with barely a hint of est.est. She had caught fire in my arms without much 
effort on my part. Would an innocent girl have responded the way she had done, | had to ask 
myself bitterly. | deliberately ignored what | knew in my heart to be true in favor of the now 
familiar jealousy rising to torment me. The dark thing inside rose up to whisper - lady or whore? 


"Tell me, milady," | spat the courtesy title contemptuously. "Did you find me childish when | 
made you moan and sigh beneath me?" 


Padme flinched violently, her entire face turning pink at my vulgar taunt. It didn’t occur to me 
that | was turning a precious memory into a degrading one. | was only aware that | hurt and | 
wanted her to hurt too. 

"Anakin..." She whispered, the fright making it a breathless plea. 

| shushed her, not wanting to hear anymore about duty, positions, or that our being together 
was wrong. My gaze fell to her mouth where her bottom lip was full and lush under the pad of 
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my thumb. | traced it slowly while | considered her. There was something about Padme, 
something different, which was mesmerizing; an appealing mix of vulnerability and fear, so 
sweet and soft. She was mine for the taking. As if she could read my mind, a tremor ran through 
her delectable body and my decision was made. 


With more force than was necessary, | shoved her back so that she was practically wedged in 
the dark corner she had unwittingly let herself be trapped in. Again she spoke, this time 
practically begging to be let go but | was intent on the punishment | was so sure she deserved. 
Besides, as | had told her once before, | found that | liked to hear her beg, especially in that 
sweet breathless voice she was using. 


The single fat tear that slowly rolled down her face caught my fascinated gaze. | watched it 
abstractly for a few seconds, my grip on her shoulders tightening, and then | leaned in to catch it 
with the tip of my tongue. Everything was in that salty drop of liquid; fear, sorrow, despair, and 
hurt. | savored it like a fine wine, drinking in the subtle nuances. And then | swiftly bent down to 
trace its path up the curve of her cheek, my tongue rough against her delicate skin. The act felt 
decadent and dirty. | liked it. 


To my surprise, Padme pressed forward, tilting her face up for better access, while her hands 
clung to my leather vest. | noted her little sigh of pleasure with cynical detachment. The desire 
to hurt, to lash out from the pain pushed me onwards. 


"Let me love you." | whispered into her ear, nuzzling my cheek against hers with studied 
calculation. 


Padme's will was weakening; | could feel her defenses crumbling on every pass that my hands 
made down her back and over her shoulders. | slid my hands up her torso and cupped her 
breasts through the annoyingly thick fabric of her tunic, watching her with burning eyes as she 
whimpered. Seconds later she surrendered and let her head fall forward to rest against my 
chest in a silent admission of defeat. 


Her acquiescence should have been enough but the dark force wanted more. 

Triumphant, | continued my sensory assault, rubbing my cheek against hers, tonguing and 
nipping at her ear, letting my breath warm her flesh and send shudders down her spine. My hold 
tightened and | pulled her against me until | could feel every part of her body against mine. Then 
| was at her mouth, delving inside to taste and stroke her with my tongue, using my teeth to nip 
at her tender lips, applying brutal pressure to quell any attempt to pull away. 

| devoured the scented flesh of her neck, sucking and nipping hungrily, leaving marks of 
possession to remind her later who she belonged with should she still have doubts. | wanted her 
to think of me when she studied those love bites in the mirror. 


It was the arousing cries sounding at the back of her throat that finally broke through the haze of 
desire that had almost made me forget the lesson | was supposed to be meting out. 
Almost. 


"lam not afraid of you, Anakin Skywalker." Padme snapped. 
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Not afraid of me? Force, even | was afraid of me! 


Gods, didn't she realize...? Some part of me that wasn't tainted with the intoxicating power rose 
up and pushed past the anger in desperation to try and warn her. But the darkness crept up 
again swiftly wrestle control away, poising itself for the opportunity to take me completely over. 


It was not a long wait. 


"No! Do not touch me!" 


The sting of her palm when it contacted the side of my face took me by surprise. For a moment, 
| was too stunned to think or move and then the blinding, black rage descended on swift wings. 


The blow was the absolute last straw. Every hurt, every slight, real or imagined, fed the beast 
within. | was tired of her denial and the insipid reasons for it. | was sick of being pushed away 
when she had admitted that she had feelings for me. In an instant the horrid sense of 
unworthiness and the embarrassment of having lived half my life as a slave - heavy weights that 
were my constant companions - all coalesced into a burning lump in my chest. It was as if | was 
standing outside my body watching myself, my mind disconnected and unable to exercise any 
control, helpless to protect the girl | had worshiped for so long. 


In the time it took my heart to beat once, | closed the distance between us, turning her 
burgeoning look of contrition to one of fear and shock. But her feelings were irrelevant, this was 
about what | wanted and damn the consequences. 


With a rough hand, | grabbed Padme's loose hair, fisting it ruthlessly before yanking her head 
back so hard | could see the tears of pain start to form in her terrified eyes. Simultaneously, | 
slammed her back against the wall, grinding my hips against her, leaving her in no doubt of 
what was going to happen. 


Once, I'd been convinced that Padme didn't know how to play the cruel coquette but the 
darkness within believed otherwise. She was no different from any other woman | had known, 
except they at least had been straightforward in what they wanted and had not played the false 
innocent. 


The games were at an end. 


Cold Comfort 
"Open yourself to me 
Let me thrust my soul 


Deeply, deeply into yours 
Unleashing the demons within...’ 


Greg Phillips 


My mouth came crashing down over Padme's just before her scream could work its way out. 
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The remnants of the suppressed cry vibrated against my lips and | greedily swallowed the 
breath that would have carried it to prying ears. A faint meta tas taste of blood greeted my 
tongue as | forced my way past her resistant lips to brutally plunder her warm recesses. 


| ignored her struggles, crushing her between my body and the wall without mercy. When 
Padme tried to twist her face away from me, | stopped her with a vicious tug, forcing her head 
back in a painful arch. The little whimper of pain muffled against my mouth blended seamlessly 
with our harsh breathing and the sound of our bodies as she scuffled with me in a desperate but 
ultimately ineffectual attempt to escape. 


Letting my free hand rove, | eagerly explored the swell of her breast and the curve of her hip 
before gripping her backside, squeezing roughly, making sure to bring her in direct contact with 
my arousal. The darkness inside me continued to feast on her terror, gaining strength from the 
fear and panic that she was sending out. The ever-widening ripples in the Force washed 
through me, exciting me, inflaming the blood in my veins. 


Somewhere in my mind a voice cried out in protest, screaming that | shouldn't hurt her, that | 
had to let her go. But those remonstrations were ignored in the same manner in which Padme's 
struggles were. It was all too easy to block out those words that the dark part of me didn't want 
to hear. Another surge of anger and lust coursed through me violently, consuming me, drowning 
out everything but the primitive need to dominate. Ten years of Jedi training were proving no 
match for the intense feelings that were controlling my actions. 


Padme somehow managed to work an arm free as she continued to resist the inevitable. Like a 
cat she tried to claw at my face before twisting her fingers in my hair and pulling with more 
strength than | would've given her credit for. My head was jerked back and | grunted in pain and 
irritation. Frightened brown eyes stared up at me, silently beseeching me to release her. Her 
staggered breathing filled the air, her chest heaving with effort. 


On some detached level, | absently noted the way Padme's body was shaking against me, the 
way her bruised and swollen lips were quivering with shock, and | felt nothing; not guilt, not 
remorse, just a total absence of emotion at her distress. My wants and needs were all that 
mattered. 


| rejected her unspoken request that | stop what | was intent upon doing. The time for restraint 
was long gone. 


| smiled tauntingly at her, the side of my face suddenly tingling anew from the slap she had 
inflicted minutes earlier. Mockery lit my eyes as my gaze bore into Padme's. With deliberate 
contempt, | grabbed her hand away from where it still desperately gripped my hair, twisting her 
wrist cruelly before slamming it back against the wall. Using my height to my advantage, | held it 
high so that she had to stand on her toes to alleviate the stress on her body as it was stretched 
taut. The twinge of pain that crossed her face pleased me. Holding her gaze | ground my 
hardness against her, making the action both contemptuous and sultry. 


"No, please." Padme moaned. 
My smile grew a little wider as | took a moment to relish the power | was exercising over the ‘oh 
so' prim and proper senator. Conveniently, | forgot how she had accepted me into her arms with 


hardly a moment's hesitation after | had confessed my hideous crime. | dismissed the memory 
of her rocking me comfortingly for hours without a word of reproach. Instead, | concentrated on 
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every hurtful word Padme had ever said, hum humiliation inflicted in front of others, her teasing 
flirtations that raised my hopes only to dash them when she reverted back to icy formality, and, 
most of all, her denial of her feelings for the sake of a political role. 


With those painful thoughts swirling in my head, | once again caught her mouth to mine and 
forced her lips apart in a punishing assault. The violence of the kiss caused our teeth to clash 
together, forcing a choked cry from Padme that dwindled down to a pathetic little whimper. 


Padme's continued resistance was only increasing my determination to have her. The tempting 
little struggles she made sent our bodies rubbing together in all the right places. The friction she 
was unwittingly helping to generate merely incited my appetite. | growled low in my chest in lust. 


Just as | was losing myself completely to the feel and motion of her soft body, a faint voice 
resounded in my head, reaching out to squeeze my heart and twist my insides. The Force bond 
that I'd forged with Padme when first we met came alive with a ferocious bellow and, for once, it 
wasn't at my instigation. 


There were no actual words sounding in my head, just powerful emotions that reached out and 
punched me, leaving distinct impressions that were difficult to ignore. The sense of betrayal and 
fear that Padme was experiencing hit me in hard waves through our shared connection and for 
a moment | hesitated, torn between the dark and the light. But the darkness had its claws firmly 
imbedded in my soul, its hold far too strong to be cast aside. Anger and hurt worked quickly to 
suppress any feelings threatening to stop me from what | was so intent on taking. | squashed 
the niggling feelings of shame and repulsion at my actions and let other less noble emotions 
take back the reins. 


My lips blazed a trail down the exposed column of Padme's neck, sucking in the delicate flesh 
none too gently, leaving the betraying marks of ownership behind. The scent and taste of her 
filled my senses making me oblivious to anything but the girl | held imprisoned between my 
body and the wall. 


It was only gradually that | became aware Padme had ceased her struggles and that her body 
was sagging in exhausted defeat like a rag doll. | released her wrist from where | still held it 
pinned and her arm fell down uselessly to her side like dead weight. 


The victorious feeling, | expected at overcoming her resistance never came. All | felt was 
increasing frustration and an empty desolation. Having a lifeless doll in my arms, passive and 
unresponsive, was not what | wanted at all. | wanted her fire, her spirit, | wanted that spark to 
flicker and light her eyes with reciprocating passion. 


Damn her, why did she have to fight me at every turn? It wasn't supposed to be like this! 


Angrily, | shoved a knee between Padme's legs, while | continued to taste her scented flesh, 
nipping harder than | should. She gave a hoarse cry of fear and stned ned at the intrusive action 
of my knee but then fell back into that unnerving silence. It was then | realized that, with the 
exception of that panicked cry, she had long ago ceased making all the little involuntary and 
endearing noises she usually made when she gave herself over to passion. 


My mind categorically refused to accept defeat. Determined to provoke a response, any kind of 


response, | wrenched the neck of her tunic aside to expose her shoulder, scrapping my teeth 
along her collarbone sharply, leaving a long red line on her creamy skin. Padme flinched but 
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otherwise did not react. 


| drew back slightly to observe her pale, upturned face with speculative and hungry eyes. The 
expected tears were surprisingly absent and though | couldn't question why, | was faintly 
disturbed to see she remained dry-eyed. 


Padme's eyes were clamped shut, closing me off and keeping me out of her soul. She was 
slipping away from me, retreating inside her mind to a place that even | couldn't go. | frantically 
pressed her more tightly to me, my heart crying out in pain. 


{Don't leave me! Please, don't leave me}} 


Through the Force | sensed she was on the verge of slipping into unconsciousness. | couldn't 
allow that! | had no compunction about using my handhold in her hair and jerking her sharply to 
keep her from passing out. Immediately, my lips descended to hers again, desperation driving 
me to kiss her with brutal hunger. The insatiable need | had for her twisted my insides into 
agonizing knots. 


Tears pricked at the back of my eyelids. What was | doing? What kind of man would treat the 
woman he loved more than life itself with such contempt? But | couldn't stop. 


| abandoned my grip at the back of Padme's head, moving both hands to cup her face as | 
continued to plunder her mouth recklessly. When | felt the first stirrings of a response | was 
arrogantly pleased. When that response turned into a wildly passionate onslaught a moment 
later, | jerked back in surprise, breaking away from her suddenly searching tongue and eager 
lips, not trusting her, sure that her change of tactics was some kind of trick.. 


Our eyes met and held for a brief moment as | searched her face for signs of deception and 
then she was surging forward, pressing herself against me, stretching up to place kisses and 
sharp nibbles at my neck. | was too stunned by the turn of events to do anything but try to 
remain upright as she repeated my name over and over in a breathless whisper between kisses. 


Reflexively, | started to raise my hand to caress the back of her head. But half way to its 
destination | froze in shock. My tunic and leather vest were pulled apart and two warm hands 
slid in to caress the bare skin of my chest. | stared down into fathomless brown eyes dazedly, 
my mind simply not able to cope with what was happening. 


Padme flushed pink under my scrutiny, hesitation warring in her expression, and then her hands 
were slipping up to caress my face, before trailing down my chest and over my abdomen in 
curious and arousing exploration. The feel er ser small hands caressing me, the erotic way she 
was using her fingernails to draw circles on my flesh was setting me on fire. 


My breath sounded loud and furious in the silence of the desert night. | was held mesmerized by 
the look in Padme's eyes and the way she was suddenly regarding me. | sucked in a startled 
breath at what | thought | saw reflected there. | couldn't believe it, not after the way | had treated 
her, not after | had used her with absolute disregard of her wishes. 


When Padme leaned in to press a kiss over my heart without taking her eyes off of mine, | 


gasped at the sensation that shot through me. My eyelids fluttered and | groaned as her soft lips 
and tongue worked in tandem. 
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No, no. Gods, it wasn't right! | had forced all of this on her and | had to stop it; had to stop it now 
before it was too late. 


The sharp taste of desire in my mouth was like bitter fruit taken off the vine too soon. | wanted 
nothing more than to push her back against the wall and take her swiftly before she finally came 
to her senses and realized the consequences of her provocative actions. 


Expecting her to draw back, | had just opened my mouth to speak when | felt her wet, hot 
tongue lick a path across my flesh. When she flicked and nipped at my nipple as if she had 
done it a thousand times before my hips jerked and | almost exploded like an untried schoolboy. 


What in Sith's hell! 


Before | could examine my motives too closely, | pushed her roughly away, suddenly afraid of 
this wanton creature who had taken Padme's place. | dug my fingers into the flesh of her upper 
arms with punishing force, keeping her at arm's length. We were both breathing hard and 
Padme's eyes were wide with confusion and, gods, some soft emotion that was unthinkable 
after what | had done. 


She couldn't possibly want this.... could she? Mentally, | grappled with my conflicting desires. All 
my Jedi training came back in a rush. | had betrayed Padme's trust, abused her giving nature, 
physically and emotionally hurt her in a way that | had no idea | was even capable of. Force, | 
had been prepared to take her against her will! And truth be told, | was still teetering on the 
edge. 


| was convinced she wasn't aware of what she was doing. She was overwrought, confused and 
operating on too little sleep. And, what was worse, and much more heinous, | suspected that 
she was reacting at least partially to the unfair Force influence which | had been subtly using to 
manipulate her since departing for Naboo. 


What had | done? 


Yet the black fury continued to murmur enticingly, sending my pulse racing, stoking fir fire of lust 
that still lay smoldering, ready to flair up at thigh tightest inducement. Its urgings contradicted 
everything that | always thought | stood for. The darkness didn't care about any of that, it only 
wanted to satisfy its lust by forcing into submission the one who had opposed it. It wanted me to 
behave like an animal. 


My entire body was shaking with the effort to keep from dragging Padme back to me. | wanted 
her with every fiber of my being. The ache was profound and | could feel myself weakening, 
sliding down that slippery slope of no return. 


Everything was made worse by the fact that Padme's gaze remained unwavering, full of accept 
and and hope, full of goodness and light. Shiny and bright, her beautiful eyes mocked me with 
what would never be. The lack of condemnation lurking there settled the heavy mantle of guilt 
on my shoulders. | didn't deserve her confidence, not after what | had tried to do. She was my 
angel, bruised and dented, but still whole - no thanksme. me. A wave of sickness hit me and my 
stomach heaved with bitter bile. 


The death grip | was maintaining on Padme loosened of its own accord and my eyes 
involuntarily flickered longingly over her inviting mouth. 
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You have to protect her, my mind screamed, temporarily drowning out the insane urges of that 
dark force still too close to the surface for comfort. You want her, so just take her, the other 
voice goaded mercilessly. 


NO! 


With a final roar my humanity won out and | pushed Padme away with something akin to horror, 
backing away quickly to leave her an unrestricted escape route and distancing myself from 
temptation. Taking a deep breath to clear my head, | blocked out the sight of her standing there 
in bewilderment, her lips swollen and her neck marked and bruised. | couldn't bear to look at her 
a moment longer. My criminal actions didn't warrant the almost loving look hovering in her eyes. 
| was foul, unclean, with bloodstained hands; hands that would forever remind me of the 
carnage they had caused. 


Sorrow pressed down on my chest like a lead weight making breathing difficult. | felt the lowest 
of the low. With a heavy heart, | waited for the inevitable sound of her panicked footsteps as she 
fled from me as she had done that day on Naboo. Only this time | knew there would be no 
second chance, no forgiveness to be had. There was no apology that could wipe the memory of 
this night from her mind. Atonement for my inexcusable brutality wouldn't be bought by a 
calculated apology on bended knee and no amount of Force suggestions could take away the 
pain | had caused. 


Holding myself ridged in preparation of having my last remaining dream die a horrible but 
deserved death, it took me several minutes to realize that Padme had not moved. The 
unbearable silence was louder than the roar of a thousand star fighter engines in my ears. The 
quiet mocked my attempt at being honorable in the face of losing my one chance for love. | 
waited a moment longer, hardly daring to hope, still nothing. 


What was she waiting for? Did she think | was made of stone? 


Finally, | could stand it no more. | reluctantly cracked open my eyes to find she hadn't moved an 
inch, that her eyes had apparently never left me. There was a look of sorrow on her face that 
tore at my heart and made my throat ache with longing. | had done that to her, me, the man who 
was supposed to protect her because she was his everything. 


"Padme?" | whispered questioningly, preparing for the moment when she snapped out of 
whatever spell was keeping her immobile. 


| was woefully unprepared for what happened next. Under my stunned gaze, Padme slowly 
reached for the hem of her knitted tunic and pulled it over her head only to let it drop carelessly, 
almost seductively, to the floor. It was an invitation engraved with passion and need. 


My eyes were instantly drawn to the silky camisole that exposed the golden flesh of her 
shoulders and the gentle swell of her breasts. The desert night air was chilly and her nipples 
hardened swiftly, thrusting against the material provocatively. A tremor of desire ran through me 
and | swallowed hard. 


Padme arms fell back down to her sides but she was having a difficult time preventing the 


instinctive action to cover herself from my hungry gaze. The occasional twitch, a movement 
started and then immediately stilled, belied the boldness of her action. The sweet shyness of it 
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all made me want to cry. 


Without the long tunic that had draped down to mid-thigh, her skirt was almost indecent; the 
light blue material so appropriate during the heat of the day was too thin for a Tatooine night. In 
the murky moonlight filtering in, the curve of her thighs and the graceful line of her calves were 
clearly visible through the flimsy, semi-transparent fabric. Considering the innate shyness she 
was fighting to suppress it was just as well that she was unaware of exactly how much was on 
display. 


Forgetting for a moment exactly why this was all happening, | indulged myself, letting my gaze 
roam over the tantalizing sight before me. It was only when | reached the angry red scratch 
along the previously unmarred skin at her collarbone that | was jarred out of my reverie. | had 
done that to her intentionally in an effort to provoke a response. The memory of the way her 
body had flinched away from me rose to torment me. 


At my side my hands twitched. The urge to touch her warm skin, to trace the mark | had made 
on her, was overwhelming and it sickened me. Self-disgust at my baser needs washed over me 
and | made a ruthless attempt to squelch the tide of desire threatening to consume me once 
more. Gods, | was no better than the worse kind of mindless, rutting beast. 


Abruptly, | soun around, leaving Padme staring at my back. If | continued to look at her it 
wouldn't be long before | acted on my carnal thoughts. | had to salvage what | could and that 
meant protecting her from me. 


"Leave me." | said in a voice rough with tension. "Go to the ship where you'll be safe and I'll - I'll 
see you in the morning." 


"lam not leaving you." 

Stunned, my shoulders shook with the effort of keeping myself under some semblance of 
restraint. Didn't she understand what she was inviting down on her head? Where the hell was 
her sense of self-preservation? | clenched my fists into tight balls, fighting it, fighting myself. 
Anger and utter desperation colored my next rasping words. 

"Padme, you don't know what you're doing." 

"Yes, | do. | need you." She replied without pause. 

Sithspawn! Her naive innocence was going to be the death of me. | was barely holding on, my 
nerves were strung to the breaking point, my body was screaming from the effort of keeping 
myself in check. | had to get her out of there...now! 

The unexpected touch of her hand running up my back seared my flesh through the layers of 
Jedi clothing and | jumped, whirling around to face my unknowing tormentor. Air hissed past my 
clenched teeth in frustration, my jaw ridged with the effort | was being forced to exert. 

Through narrowed eyes, | watched Padme take the few small steps necessary to close the 
small gap between us. Every forward movement she made destroying the invisible barrier that | 


had erected; each step bringing her closer and closer to a danger she surely couldn't 
comprehend. If she had even the vaguest understanding of what was loose inside me she 
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would turn tail and run immediately and never look back. 
{You'd go after her. You know you would} 
Not good. 


Then everything seemed to move in slow motion. Padme's face was a study of concentration as 
she very determinedly reached out to grasp onemy cmy clenched hands. With gentle pressure 
she pried my fist open and then brought it up to her chest to lie palm side down over her heart. 
She pressed her own hand atop mine; trapping me with kindness | hadn't earned. Her skin was 
cool to the touch and | felt the shiver that ran through her at the contrasting temperatures of our 
bodies. 


Beneath my hand | could feel the rapid tattoo of her heart, its furious thumping betraying her 
nervousness. | was mesmerized by the hypnotic beat reverberating against my palm and the 
sudden warmth as her skin flushed a rosy pink. My tentative hold on my emotions grew even 
shakier. | felt like a frayed rope slowly unraveling at the point of damage, the last remaining 
skein the only thing keeping me from breaking apart forever. 


A husky voice spoke, breaking the silence. 
"Anakin?" 


My name on Padme's lips drew my startled attention and a shudder ran down my spine at the 
hidden emotion in her tone. 


Deep brown eyes met mine. It was as if she could see right through me, right into the dark 
corners of my soul. | could only imagine what horrors she saw in that place where fear and 
anger warred with each other like two opposing armies; both intent on absolute destruction. 


Where once | couldn't bring myself to meet her gaze, now | was unable to look away from the 
hypnotic swirling flecks of gold mixing with the familiar brown. 


Padme spoke in a slow whisper. 

"Anakin..... need you to make me complete." 

She spoke so quietly | almost didn't catch the words at first. When they finally did register their 
import slammed into me with the strength of a charging bantha and | couldn't find the air to 
breath. The similarity to the words my mother had uttered moments before she died in my arms 
was too much for my fragile hold. 


{Now | am complete} 


My mother's accented voice echoed in my head, filling me with a desolate ache, carving out an 
empty place that clamored to be filled. 


Death stalked those | loved. My mother's broken, bloody body, stiff and lifeless would turn to 


dust in the ground of this accursed planet as if she had never existed; as if she had never been 
there to love me. 
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{Why'd she have to die?} 


The last unraveling strand of the rope restraining me snapped violently and | sucked in a harsh 
breath, the air returning to my lungs with burning intensity. Padme's eyes widened with fear or 
surprise, | didn't know or care. She had burned her bridges and she would have to live with the 
consequences of that act; just as | would. 


| could not have stopped what followed even had | wanted to. All the pain, all the loss | had 

experienced, everything | had done out in the desert, hit me with the strength of a tidal wave 
and | groped at the only lifeline left to me. Padme had had her chance to leave and had not 
taken it. 


Now she was mine. 


The growl that rumbled from my chest reverberated in my ears as | jerked Padme forward into 
my arms, claiming her lips in a frantic and voracious kiss that shook me to the center of my 
being. There was no other thought than losing myself in her. | needed to feel her warm naked 
flesh beneath my hands, against my body, with nothing keeping us apart. | needed to wrap my 
hands in her long hair, to taste every inch of her, to feel her walls flutter around me, welcoming 
me to the only real home | had left. 


| needed her to make me complete again. Only she could save me. 


Falling to my knees, | pulled Padme down with me to the filthy floor of the garage. | had just 
enough presence of mind to grab the discarded tunic and spread it haphazardly on the ground 
before tumbling down with Padme beneath me. The time when | could go slow and be gentle 
had long since passed. Need and the insatiable hunger gnawing at me overrode every other 
consideration. 


| made no attempt to remove her burdensome clothing by normal means, my hands were 
clumsy and rough and they ripped the thin fabric easily, instantly reducing her skirt to little better 
than rags and baring the lower half of her body to my touch. The camisole followed next. With a 
violent wrench | ripped it away to reveal the sight long denied me until that moment. Padme's 
small whimper of hurt receded to the back of my awareness as my breath caught in my throat, 
her beauty and perfection finally revealed. 


A feral moan sounded from me seconds before my hands and mouth found their way to her 
sweet breasts. Padme's breathy moans and cries of pleasure as | licked and sucked at her flesh 
caressed my ears, her frantic pulling at my vest and tunic inflaming me beyond anything | had 
ever experienced before. 


It was a wild coming together of lips, hands, tongue and teeth, our bodies soon slick with the 
sheen of sweat. When she cried out and arched up off the floor, | couldn't hold back any longer. 
One hand remained to knead her soft flesh, to tease a hardened peak, while the other worked 
furiously at removing the pants that were keeping me from reaching heaven. 


Finally, free, | slid a shaking hand up the smooth expanse of naked thigh. The resounding rip 
signified the removal of the last offending article of clothing that barred me from where | most 
wanted to be. My searching fingers delved experimentally into the apex of her thighs to be met 
by liquid heat. An animal-like groan was forced from me. Padme's sweet scent proving her 
readiness sent electrical pulses straight to my groin. | was tempted to bury my face between her 
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thighs and taste her but | wanted to be inside her more. | consoled myself with a quick kiss 
placed against her damp curls; her unique flavor coating my lips and | licked her essence from 
them hungrily. 


Surging upwards, primitive instinct took over and | was unable to wait a moment longer. | 
roughly forced Padme's legs apart, my haste making me graceless and clumsy, and moved 
between them. Poised at her entrance, her fearful whimper and tensed limbs reminded me that 
she was a virgin still. | wanted to be gentle but the want and need were making it impossible. | 
barely managed to grind out a tortured apology before thrusting forward to sheath myself to the 
hilt in her tight warmth. 


My mouth smothered the heart-wrenching scream that rose in her throat as her body went 
ridged at the painful invasion. | froze, muscles shaking with the effort of holding myself still, 
trying to give her time to recover, for her body to adjust to the unfamiliar. The sight of her eyes 
screwed tightly shut against the hurt nearly killed me. | took a deep breath. What was done was 
done, there was no going back. 


As slowly as | could manage, | began to move inside her, spreading her thighs further apart, and 
eliciting a low moan of protest from her. Gods, the feeling of being inside her was incredible and 
immediately felt guilty at experiencing pleasure while she still bit her bottom lip to keep from 
crying out again. 


| was awash with erotic sensations as | thrust again and again into her soft flesh. Her hot, 
velvety walls engulfed me, taking me to a place where everything was safe and good; where 
darkness did not dare tread. | pounded into her with desperate abandon, delighting when | felt 
her begin to tentatively move with me. 


Padme's breath was coming in short, little gasps that were rapidly turning into moans of arousal 
and | felt the sting of her fingernails as they dug into my sweat slicked back. But her eyes 
remained shut and suddenly | couldn't stand not being able to lose myself in the deep brown 
pools as | moved with ever increasing urgency within her. | needed to see her eyes, to be 
assured that she knew exactly who was taking her, loving her. 


"Look at me, Padme." | demand roughly. "Look at me." 

At my tone, her eyelids flew open and our gazes locked, reducing our world to the movements 
of our bodies as | thrust into her over and over. She belonged to me now and | wanted to make 
sure she knew it. 

//Mine. Mine. Mine. Mine// 

| used the Force thought like a battering ram, each word accompanied by a hard stroke that 
reached her very core. Yet that was still not enough to satisfy me. Her eyes widened as my 
gaze bore ferociously into hers. | was intent on leaving Padme with no doubt that | was inside 
her; body, mind and soul, and that | would remain there forever. 

She had had her chance to leave me and had not taken it. There would be no going back for 
either one of us. If she didn't already know it, she soon would. | had let one woman go in my life 
and lost her in a horrific manner. | would not make the same mistake with Padme. 


Indecision and fear flitted across her face as | invaded her mind along with her body and then 


32 


an almost weary look of resignation settled over her features. 
"Yours, Anakin, always yours." 


My heart sang at her words. The sense of triumph at finally hearing her acknowledge that she 
was mine, that she belonged to me, soothed but didn't quite tame my jealous nature. | knew | 
wouldn't truly be happy until we were legally bound together as man and wife. Thoughts of all 
that could go wrong before that desired event could take place haunted me. 


"Never forget that, Padme." 


Before she could respond to my words of warning, | bent to capture her mouth in a fierce kiss 
that told her in no uncertain terms that | would hold her to her pledge. 


Padme began to move with me without need of any guidance. The ancient instinct for coupling 
asserted itself over her inexperienced body. | gripped her hips, thrusting myself in to her velvety 
warmth. Every time | pulled back | felt | was losing something only to find it again as | slid back 
in. The sound of our bodies coming together accompanied our moans and cries as | rocketed 
towards impending release. 


| slipped my hands under and over Padme's shoulders, using my hold to angle deeper. My 
climax was fast approaching and when she threw her head back and sank her nails into the 
flesh of my upper arms, | went over the edge. Her name sounded from me over and over, stars 
exploding behind my eyelids as | let go, emptying myself deep inside her. Our mouths crashed 
and melded in a wild, frenzied kiss that seemed to go on for an eternity. 


Finally, spent and exhausted, | collapsed on top of Padme and rested my head against her 
naked breasts, luxuriating in the musky scent mingling with the smell of glistening skin and that 
faint tang of vanilla | would forever associate with Padme. 


Gentle hands caressed my damp back, tracing random patterns, exploring the swells and hard 
planes languidly. Our labored breathing gradually faded and | turned my attention to the beaded 
moisture clinging to the soft skin that beckoned me closer. 


| liked the way her breath hitched in her throat as | licked and nipped my way from her breasts 
up to her lips. The culminating kiss was gentle, unlike the hot and furious ones exchanged 
previously. | smiled against her mouth when | felt her wind my dangling Padawan braid around 
her finger. 


Reluctantly, | lifted my head only to lose myself in the beauty of her face. | traced its graceful 
lines with a languid gaze. Deep in my chest my heart constricted painfully at the intensity of 
emotion that she invoked. | had loved her since | was nine, though there are those who would 
say it isn't possible for a child to form such a bond. Those people are fools, for | had persevered 
and now she was mine, forever. 


Carefully, | brushed a damp strand of hair back from her forehead before bending to taste her 
lips once more. | felt the stirrings of arousal in my groin. | already wanted her again. Regretfully, 
| resigned myself to waiting. | had hurt her. My romantic plans to build her pleasure with skillful 
care and then gently initiate her in the ways of love had been dashed by my blinding need. | had 
been weak and Padme had suffered for it. 
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| vowed then and there to never give in to my anger and fear again. | told myself that it was an 
isolated occurrence brought on by the stress and shock of losing my mother in such a horrible 
way. | would learn from the experience so that next time temptation made itself known | would 
be able to resist. 


Somewhere inside me the dark thing laughed ignoring the niggling voice offering the unwanted 
reminder that | had been walking a fine line between light and dark for some time, | rolled onto 
my back bringing Padme with me. She burrowed into me, nestling at my side with a tired sigh. | 
drew her head down to rest against my shoulder, enjoying the feel of her hand as it idly 
caressed the contours of my chest. Her soft breath skittered across the base of my throat, 
warming the skin in its path. | turned slightly to the side and placed a kiss at her crown, inhaling 
the scent of her hair. 


Thoughifully, | rubbed my hand up and down Padme's bare arm. Of course, that vow didn't 
mean that | wouldn't continue to use my abilities to ensure that | achieved my heart's desire. 
Nothing would stand in the way of our marriage. Not the Senate, nor the Jedi, and especially not 
the girl curled at my side. 

{Mine, now and forever} 

It would all work out, | told myself firmly. My visions had never been wrong before. 


TBC 
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Chapter 3: The End 3 


A Grievous Admittance 


"Now you have freely given me leave to love, 
What will you do? 

Shall | your mirth, or passion move, 

When I begin to woo; 

Will you torment, or scorn, or love me too?" 


Thomas Carew 


Padme thought we were about to die. 


| could have told her we weren't but the simple fact was | didn't think she would believe me. Any 
assurances on my part would've been considered false words of comfort, an attempt by her 
protector to lessen her fear and anxiety in the face of certain demise. 


Non-Jedi tended not to put much faith in Force feelings and visions, believing if they couldn't 


see it, hear it, or touch it, it probably didn't exist. The ever-practical senator wasn't any diffe whe 
when it came to the somewhat skeptical and disbelieving view of the power that bound the 
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galaxy together. 
So instead I'd settled for a simple phrase of reassurance. "Don't be afraid." 


"lam not afraid to die. | have been dying a little each day since you came back into my life." 
"What are you talking about?" 
"| love you." 


Padme's declaration came from out of nowhere, thrilling and shocking me simultaneously. Her 
soft words made real what befhad had only been yearned for, suspected but kept maddeningly 
unconfirmed. A warm glow sparked in my heart, spreading through my body like the rays of a 
morning sunrise to chase away the shadows and defeat the dark. It was as if before | had only 
existed in a world of black and white and now that world was bursting forth with radiant color, 
stealing the breath from my lungs with its sheer beauty, with the endless possibilities suddenly 
within arms reach. 


Reality, a state much vaunted by a certain senator, came crashing down abruptly with the 
weight of the ages. Something was off, something wasn't quite right. Staring back at me were 
eyes shimmering suspiciously with unshed tears. And then | understood. The little glimmer of 
joy that had begun to light my face sputtered and died. 


It wasn't doubt at her words that stripped the color from my world as suddenly as it had 
appeared. | was fairly sure that our night in the garage wouldn't have ended as it had if she 
didn't love me. At least that's what | told myself, willed myself to believe. No, what made my 
heart freeze in mid-beat was the undeniable reason she picked that particular time to admit her 
feelings. 


The logic behind her timing was ridiculously transparent. | knew the way her mind worked better 
than anyone, probably even better than she did. Padme was throwing caution to the wind 
because she thought we were about to die. If we were dead there would be no ramifications 
from the Jedi Council to contend with, no sacrifices that would have to be made in order to be 
together. With no future to consider, it didn't cost her anything to utter those three little words. If 
Padme had thought for one minute that we would live through the upcoming ordeal, she 
would've remained silent. 


| needed more. | deserved more. So | decided to play devil's advocate, intent on making Padme 
back up her declaration so there would be no doubts once we were through the impending 
ordeal. There was no doubt in my mind that should | let things stand on her 'I love you' alone, 
she would inevitably find a way to circumvent the consequences. And after all the grief she had 
put me through only to tell me HERE of all places, there wasn't a little annoyance encouraging 
me to turn the screws. 


"You love me? You love me! | thought we decided not to fall in love. That we would be forced to 
live a lie. That it would destroy our lives." | said, putting as much disbelief and doubt in my voice 
as | could manage. 

"| think our lives are about to be destroyed anyway." 

| remained silent, trying hard to maintain my anger in light of her pale face and haunted eyes 


while letting my skepticism bait the trap, purposely putting her in the position of having to defend 
her words. To my immense satisfaction and relief she very obligingly walked right into it. 
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"| truly, deeply love you, and before we die, | want you to know." 


The satisfying sound of the trap snapping shut resounded in my head. With those words Padme 
sealed her fate and confirmed our destiny in one fell swoop. There would be no claims of a 
mistake or misunderstanding in the aftermath; no protesting that she had meant she loved me 
the way one loved a friend or an honorary brother. 


No, Padme had said she ‘truly, deeply’ loved me and it wouldn't be possible for her to rescind 
that declaration, if for no other reason than | wouldn't let her. Not while | had a single breath left 
in my body. 


Our bodies drew towards each other to allow our lips to meet in a lingering kiss; my triumph 
mixing uneasily with her sorrow and regret. There was a sharp lurch then the cart jerked 
forward, taking us into the execution arena where the bloodthirsty audience awaited. 


The roar from the overcrowded spectator stands was deafening. We broke apart reluctantly, 
Padme taking in the noise and sights with uncharacteristic awe and apprehension, and | 
standing stoically by her side. 


Beneath my mask of studied concentration, | smiled, sure that | had won. 


Mind Games 


"She is a woman, therefore may be woo'd; 
She is a woman, therefore may be won." 


William Shakespeare 


| awoke from the Jedi healing trance to find both my Master and Padme standing at the side of 
my raised medical bunk with identical expressions of concern mingled with relief. 


"Welcome back to the land of the living, Anakin." Obi Wan said, allowing a small smile to chase 
away the lines of worry that were etching his face. 


My throat and mouth were unbelievably dry and | drank thirstily from the proffered cup of water 
before | felt capable of speaking. Obi Wan, not one for wasting time, proceeded to bring me up 
to speed, first on my condition and then on the progress of the investigations down on 
Geonosis. Throughout our discussion Padme remained in the background, well behind my 
Master, and uncharacteristically quiet. Puzzled, | couldn't keep myself from darting questioning 
glances at her, silently asking for some type of reassurance only to be flatly ignored. The initial 
relief I'd first glimpsed on her face had long since disappeared and been replaced by an aloof 
politeness normally reserved for the times when diplomacy was needed. 


Unnoticed by my visitors, the metal fingers of my new mechanical arm closed in a tight fist at my 
side. Padme was not going to retreat from me, not again, not after Tatooine. 


Eventually Obi Wan ran out of things to say, thank the Force, and Padme moved forward to take 
his place. Her pace was a little too reluctant, a little too hesitant for my taste. My 
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Master'schfuchful gaze fell heavily upon us both. Though Padme had her back to him, | knew 
she was aware of just how intently our cool exchange was observed. Clearly my actions on the 
transport when Padme had fallen and her reaction to finding me wounded in the hangar had 
raised suspicions. 


Despite that worrisome realization, | was able to relax and let go of my sudden anxiety, putting 
down her chilly demeanor to play-acting for our audience; an assumption in which | was soon 
proved very wrong. 


The expected lessening in Padme's distant behavior didn't occur. Whether Obi Wan was 
present or not, she remained detached, never varying her routine. Always keeping just out of my 
reach, she would settle in the chair furthest from my bunk, her politician's mask firmly in place. 
There was never as much as even a welcoming sparkle in her demeanor. It was as if our 
passionate coming together never occurred and | couldn't abide the thought that she seemed so 
willing to put it behind her. 


At Padme's direction our conversations consisted of the mundane; everything and anything 
except the subject of us. With all the skill of her years in public service, any attempt on my part 
to steer the talk towards the future, our future, was cleverly blocked and parried; expertly 
maneuvered in a completely new direction that bore nothing in common with the intended topic. 
By the end of that first day, | had retreated to a sullen silence punctuated with looks that 
threatened unnamed retaliation for her very unacceptable behavior. Watching the trepidation flit 
across her face at my unspoken displeasure was my only satisfaction and it fed the anger that 
had begun to simmer below the surface of my skin, making it feel too tight. 


It wasn't until the last visit on that first day of consciousness that | got some of my own back. Obi 
Wan was not present, though numerous hovering medical personnel and droids served as our 
unofficial chaperons, at his request I'm sure. With no interfering Jedi Master present, and thus 
no chance of being ‘overheard’, | waited until Padme had taken her customary place before 
putting my plan into effect. She had just started to tell me of the latest news from Coruscant 
gleaned from the HoloNet when | struck with the first Force thought. 


"The Chancellor has authorized the order for more clone troopers. The implications of this 
will...will..." Padme sputtered helplessly before coming to a stop, cheeks burning crimson. 


Brown eyes widened in gratifying shock and embarrassment. Abandoning her previous stance 
of studiously avoiding eye contact, Padme's gaze flew up and locked with mine. | couldn't stop 
the smile of satisfaction from curling my lips. 


This was going to be fun, | thought to myself smugly. And it was. 


Padme proved to be a captive audience for the hail of erotic thoughts and images that | 
continued to send her as her own efforts to appear normal around me worked against her. The 
much despised and very annoying guard dogs suddenly became my unexpected allies. It was 
their presence and the possibility of their reporting any suspicious behavior to Obi Wan that kept 
Padme from bolting from the medical bay as | knew she so desperately wanted to. 


The only problem with my revenge was the arousing affect it was having on me - the evidence 


of which was thankfully hidden by the blanket covering my lap. If | had not been hooked up to 
various monitoring equipment | would've been hard pressed to refrain from getting up and 
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pulling Padme up from where she sat squirming uncomfortably in her chair and into my arms, 
guard dogs be damned. 


The minutes flew by for me but for the mortified senator each must have seemed like an hour. 
To my amusement, at one point she even closed her eyes, screwing them tightly shut as if the 
images could be blocked from her sight. My short bark of laughter snapped them open again 
instantly. | arched an eyebrow at her and smiled making a mockery of her attempt to escape. 


| let my eyes drift over her body suggestively as much for my own pleasure as to disconcert 
Padme. She tried to act nonchalant under my wandering gaze but was betrayed by her white 
knuckled grip on the arms of her chair. When my eyes leisurely trailed up to meet hers, | made 
no effort to disguise my growing hunger and was rewarded with a strangled noise from the back 
of her throat. 


"Anakin..." She said breathlessly. 


Whether it was a plea or a warning was difficult to say. Suddenly the desire to touch her was too 
great a temptation to ignore. With little thought to prying eyes, | held my hand out and 
beckoned. 


"Come here." | said in a tone that left no room for argument. 


Padme hesitated; glancing at the nearest medical technician warily re dre dutifully rising to her 
feet and slowly closing the distance between us. With a show of great reluctance she finally 
placed her hand in mine. | eyed the smooth skin of her bared mid-rift appreciatively before 
taking a cautious look around. What | saw, or didn't see rather, put a speculative gleam in my 
eye. 


The number of spies had dwindled due to the change from day to night shift and by some stroke 
of luck no one seemed to be paying us the slightest bit of attention. | knew better than to try 
anything overt, though my body was crying out to feel her warmth pressed against it. | contented 
myself with caressing the back of her hand with my thumb in slow, sensuous circles, making 
sure that Padme's position continued to block watchful eyes. 


Beneath my fingers | could feel the rapid beating of her pulse and the way it jumped when our 
eyes met in a heated exchange. The electricity between us was a tangible entity that crackled 
and sparked, increasing the tension with each passing second. A shaky sigh passed Padme's 
lips, an acknowledgment that she was as affected by the contact of our flesh as I. 


It was over far too quickly. In those heady moments of mutual desire realized, | allowed myself 
to be distracted and let our connection slip. The answering fire in Padme's eyes didn't die so 
much as dim as she became aware of the dangerous territory we were treading. The protective 
walls slammed down and she wrenched her hand from mine, scooting backwards in a panic. 


Disappointment and irritation swept through me, wiping out the desire and replacing it with grim 
determination. Under my suddenly disapproving gaze, Padme continued to back away, casting 
uneasy glances in the direction of the oblivious technicians. When she had reached the door 
she turned her full attention back to me. 


"This will not happen again, Anakin. It stops now." 
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The smug look on my face would have infuriated Padme had she stayed to observe it. Her 
sharp words had been brave but her voice had been unsteady. | knew she had spoken more to 
convince herself than to chastise me, though she probably wouldn't have agreed with that 
assessment. 


Well satisfied with myself, | let the medical droid check me over without my customary 
accompanying complaints. A low mechanical hum sounded as the Onebee unit adjusted the 
bunk, lowering the section beneath my back until | was lying prone. 

| stared up at the ceiling and idly pondered Padme's parting words. Had she meant the physical 
contact, the seduction by Force thought or, and much more likely, both. Not that it mattered one 
bit, | thought with a grin. Despite her wishes to the contrary, | had no intention of stopping until 
either she ceased with her ridiculous charade when we were alone or | was released, whichever 
came first. 

The stubborn senator had met her match. Unlike the politicians she was use to dealing with; | 


wasn't hobbled by diplomatic etiquette or burdened with...well, scruples. And | intended to use 
every means at my disposal to break down her resistance - fair mear for foul. 


A Reversal of Fortune Confirmed 
“The lady doth protest too much, methinks." 
William Shakespeare 
Padme's fork stopped its ascent, poised mid-way to her mouth, a look of leeriness suddenly 
shadowing her face. She slowly lowered the utensil back down to her plate, the untouched bite 
of food still soeared on the prongs. Brown eyes aid away from mine to stare unseeing at the 
food | knew she wouldn't be finishing. 
"What are you talking about?" Her hushed question filled with unflattering dread. 
"Getting married, of course." 
Impatience tempered my words. She knew damn well what | was talking about. 
Padme looked up quickly, the astonished expression on her face irritating me and frightening 
me at the same time. The blood had drained from her face leaving it waxy under the artificial 
light of the cabin. 
"There isn't going to be a wedding, Anakin. You know that." 


{We have discussed this already. It is not possible for us. We agreed} 


Her words were an echo of those she had used in an attempt to ward me off that night. It hadn't 
worked then; it wasn't going to work now. | kept silent and watched her unwaveringly. 


An exasperated sigh escaped Padme before she shoved her plate away, her nose wrinkling in 
disgust as if the food had suddenly gone bad. | could sense her tumultuous thoughts and 
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emotions through our bond - a bond she wasn't consciously aware that we shared; nor was she 
ready to know about it. 


Anger flared deep within as | picked up her thought of going to Obi Wan for assistance with my 
"youthful infatuation". The idea that she might still entertain the notion that my feelings for her 
were little more than some childish crush set my teeth on edge. 


Ignoring the confusion and worry that accompanied her traitorous thought, | focused on that 
random thought of appealing to Obi Wan. In a lightening fast move, my fingers closed around 
the slender wrist of the hand she had been resting atop the table. The sudden move jolted 
Padme’, her startled eyes snapped up to meet mine, their expression changing instantly from 
weary determination to an uneasy wariness. 


"Don't, Padme." | warned. "Don't." 


The spasm of pain that swept across Padme's features startled me. | glanced down to find | was 
no longer just holding her wrist but was grinding her skin and delicate bone together in my 
agitation. Under my breath | muttered an oath, cursing my lack of control. Immediately, | 
loosened my grip and began to gently rub the reddened flesh in silent apology. 


Padme looked away with a guilty flush to her cheeks but allowed my soothing touch on her 
bruised flesh to continue. The silence between us stretched out uncomfortably, the air 
practically buzzing with the strong emotions being held in check. 


Padme avoided my eyes, starring instead with unwarranted fascination at the tabletop while one 
finger repeatedly traced a figure eight on the smooth surface. It reminded me of the way she 
had drawn a pattern with the tip of her shoe on the floor of Watto's shop after I'd told her | 
wouldn't always be a little boy. | almost snorted out loud at the memory. Some things never 
changed. 


The seconds slipped slowly by, ratcheting the tension up another notch. Most people might 
have assumed that Padme was merely taking time to gather her composure but | knew better. 
That clever mind of hers was working furiously to come up with a dozen or so ways to get me to 
see what she called ‘reason’. 


The scowl | wore deepened when the hand in my charge was unceremoniously snatched away, 
its owner sitting back in her seat with squared shoulders and a defiant tilt to her chin. | groaned 
to myself, recognizing the familiar signs of an impending lecture, as if | didn't get enough of 
those from a certain Jedi. Force save us from politicians, | thought darkly. Pes Obs Obi Wan 
was at least partially right about their ilk. 


| stubbornly tuned out the diatribe that followed. Every once in a while | would catch a stray 
word or two that would so incense me | had to resort to a Jedi calming technique to keep my 
temper from exploding. Maddening words like ‘duty’, ‘our positions’, and 'no' mocked my 
attempts to stay calm. | especially didn't like that last one. 


"Anakin, listen to me! The Jedi Council will never allow us to marry. You have to accept the 
reality of our situation." She said desperately. 


| chose to let slide the way she spoke to me as if | were a child... for the present. 
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"They won't object if they don't know about it." | said stubbornly. 


Padme flew out of her chair, a bundle of nervous energy too volatile to remain stationary. My 
eyes followed her, stalking her as she paced back and forth before me. She was wearing her 
hair up again, | noticed with displeasure, gradually making the transformation back to aloof 
senator and away from me. My fingers itched to pull the hairpins out and let the curls tumble 
free. | preferred her with it loose. The image of Padme trembling beneath me, eyes dark with 
desire, lips swollen from my kisses, and her hair loose, wildly framing her flushed face flashed in 
my mind. Gods, yes.! When she wore it down she was soft and approachable...and mine. 


Padme's frustration was growing like an unchecked weed. When the silence turned deafening 
my impatience got the better of me and | played my trump sabaac card. 


"You said you loved me. Was that a lie?" 


The question stopped her in her tracks, leaving me to stare at her rigidly held back. 
Apprehension tensed my body as | waited for the expected words of denial. Anger at the 
injustice of it all was beginning to thrum fast in my veins in anticipation of her rejection. My 
words hung in the quiet room for what seemed like an eternity but in truth it was mere seconds 
before she surprised me with her reply. 


"You know it was not." She said, reluctance clinging to each word. 


The effort it cost her to admit that was great. The sudden droop of her shoulders drew me out of 
my seat and forward. Closing the distance between us, | wrapped my arms around her and 
pulled her back into my body. At first Padme stiffened at my unexpected embrace but then 
melted back against me as her body obeyed its instincts, overruling her mind. 


The top of her head fit perfectly under my chin, further proof that we were two halves of a whole. 
| was relieved she hadn't attempted to excuse her words of love away in the manner | had 
feared. Perhaps she was finally coming to accept the inevitable. 


| sighed inwardly with a sense of cautious relief. She hadn't denied that she loved me and as 
the reckless one willing to fly in the face of convention, | dared to think the matter settled. There 
was but one thing to do when two people loved each other and | followed my thoughts to 
conclusion - prematurely as it turned out. 


"Then we will get married." | stated doggedly. 

Another sigh of hopeless exasperation and then Padme was out of my arms, whirling around to 
face me with her hands on her hips and impatience shining in her eyes. Defiance radiated off of 
her like the stink off a bantha and the anger within buzzed louder. 

"No, Anakin." 

That word again! It was always 'no' with her. No, she shouldn't have kissed me; no, she wouldn't 
give into her feelings; no, she wouldn't marry me. Why did she have to be so rebellious when it 
came to me? The finality in her tone let loose the swollen tide of anger and frustration, sending it 
crashing violently in my head. 


"| won't let you throw what we have away. | won't let you go." 


A 


Padme's willful glare faded at my words. Within their brown depths, her eyes were a study of 
indecision and fear reflecting back. Part of me wanted to relent, to back off and give her space 
to breath. Browbeating her into marriage wasn't what | wanted. After a long moment, she turned 
away from me to stare sightlessly across the stateroom. 


"| can't." Padme said quietly. "Please, | can't." 


My resolve faltered a little more. The plea in her voice reduced her back to the child that she 
had never really been allowed to be. The fact that she had broken away from her usual formal 
speaking manner did not go unnoticed either. | didn't like the feeling of guilt that my 
observations inspired. 


Her name was the only thing | managed to get out before | was interrupted. 


"Anakin, no!" Padme said emphatically before spinning around and making her way quickly to 
the stateroom's entry door. 


All the sympathy weakening me vanished. She was walking out on me? Sithspawn! Padme was 
denying her feelings, throwing away our love for the sake of what? An ineffectual role in a dying 
form of government, that's what. 


"Where do you think you're going?" 


"| cannot discuss this anymore, Anakin. | will be in the library catching up on my senatorial 
duties. | suggest you spend some time remembering that you have your own obligations to 
uphold." 


Fire danced before my eyes as a wave of heat burned down my throat. The knots in my 
stomach tightened with her cold, haughty tone. 


"This isn't over, Senator," | called after her. "It's far from over." 


There was no response. Throwing myself down on the couch that served as a divider between 
the dining area and the lounge, | stared pensively at the closed door through which Padme had 
just disappeared. Sometimes it felt as if all I'd done since meeting her again was watch her run 
away; from her feelings and from me. 


Padme's continued resistance was not something for which | had been adequately prepared. 
Though | hadn't exactly eted ted her to fall in with my plans right away, neither had | bargained 
for the fact that she remained intent on choosing duty over love. Stubborn to the last, | muttered 
under my breath, conveniently ignoring that | had been accused of the same by Obi Wan and 
most of the Council. 


So far nothing had gone as | had planned. | was being true to myself and letting passion be my 
guide while Padme was hiding, using cold logic to keep me at bay. It infuriated me that she 
could still remain so detached after what had transpired on Tatooine. 

Oh yes, let's remember that inauspicious occasion, a mocking voice whispered. 


| tried to shut out the image that came unbidden to my mind's eye. | didn't want to remember the 
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look of horror in Padme's eyes or the way her body had trembled in fright. | didn't want to think 
about the dark power that had first driven me to exact revenge on my mother's killers and then 
had guided me to treat Padme as if she were merely a vessel with which to assuage my lust. 
And | most certainly didn't want to hear the reverberations of her muffled scream as | had 
brutally taken her virginity. 


It was no use telling myself that | had tried to turn her away. There was a part of me that 
suspected my gesture had been an empty one anyway. My feelings where Padme was 
concerned weren't manageable and with the benefit of hindsight, | knew that my resolve would 
never have lasted. | doubt she would even have made it to her ship before | followed. It was a 
disturbing and uncomfortable realization. 


So much for your belated sense of honor, my conscious hissed. 


The unsettling truth was that Padme had offered herself up as a sacrifice and | had accepted it 
hungrily, choosing to take refuge in her body rather than face the darkness alone. In reality 
there had been no measurable hesitation with which to comfort myself afterwards. The outcome 
of that night would've remained the same whether it had happened in the garage, the ship, or 
the spare room Cleigg had offered me. | had known it even as | raced through the desert with 
my mother's body secured to the back of the bike by hands stained with blood. 


Shifting restlessly, | forced myself to dwell further on the ugly truth. | had let the dark side take 
me over resulting in the massacre of the Tusken Raiders and my attempt to take Padme by 
force. Of the two, what | had put Padme through scared me the most. N tha tha that a voice 
chanted a soothing litany in my head absolving me of responsibility. Remorse and fear guided 
my increasingly troubled thoughts. A vague sense that dark remnants remained behind to 
influence my actions was viciously shoved aside in favor of dwelling on the girl who had haunted 
me from the moment we met. 


Everything always came back to Padme. 


Need and desire tore at my vulnerable insides, torturing me far more than my conscious ever 
could. Padme's continued attempts to cast me aside and go on her merry way tormented me 

until | was almost crazed. The thought that she wasn't going through the same wrenching pain 
was eating away at my heart. 


| sat up abruptly. The walls of the stateroom were closing in on me, the air shimmering with 
oppression. A sudden sense of urgency had me on my feet and reaching for my cloak before 
my mind registered what was happening. All | knew was | couldn't stay in that place a moment 
longer. |needed space to roam, time to think, and a solution to my problem. 

The long, empty corridor that greeted me outside the stateroom gave the illusion of stretching 
endlessly in both directions. With barely a moments pause | stalked off down the hall leading 
away from the more populated areas. | wasn't fit for company, especially that of the clones. 


The loud staccato of my footsteps kept me company as | roamed; the endless echoed beats 
sounding like one over and over in my mind. 


{Padme...Padme...Padme...Padme} 


Yes, it always came back to her. 
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A few hours later | probably knew the layout of the ship better than its commander but | was no 
closer to solving the riddle of my future with Padme than | had been when | left our quarters. 


For the first time in ten years, | let my uncertainty take over and considered the very real 
possibility that | might not triumph. No sooner had that thought crossed my mind than | was 
overcome with such desolation and despair | had to lean against the nearest wall for support. 
Breathing became near impossible. My aching throat constricted, closing up with the tears | 
steadfastly refused to shed. For one dizzying moment | thought | was going to black out under 
the onslaught of pain. 


I'm not sure exactly how long | wallowed in the misery of indecision and doubt. Those minutes 
are forever lost to me. Upon reflection, all | can remember is the horrible feeling of a crushing 
weight pressing against my chest, squeezing my heart until | thought it would burst. When next | 
came back to myself, my feet were moving of their own accord in the direction of the library; in 
the direction of Padme. 


My thoughts raced with each passing second. | was fully aware that my night with Padme had 
hardly been ideal. For gods sake, | had taken her on the floor of a filthy workshop with little skill 
or finesse and even less consideration. Never mind that she had been ready for me despite her 
inexperience. | had been in no condition to be gentle or to see that she experienced the same 
satisfaction that | had. 


My pace quickened as | neared my destination and the germ of an idea began to form. 


Just as | had wanted Padme to hurt when | had, now | was intent upon another goal. | wanted 
her to burn with the same passion and desire that had consumed me from the moment | 
stopped being just a boy with a dream. | needed her to crave the feel tasttaste of my flesh as | 
craved hers, under my hands, against my lips, beneath my body. Padme had no idea of the 
delights | could show her. But she would very soon, whether she was ready or not. 


| smothered the taunting voice that asked why | wanted to virtually repeat the same scenario for 
which | had just beat myself up over. Only the end results mattered! | could not and would not 
lose her because of a few niggling qualms. 


On the heels of that thought, came the awareness that | didn't really care how it happened just 
as long as she ended up with me. Once, such an idea would have disturbed me but that was 
before | was all but forced to take such desperate measures. Padme herself was the one who 
had set the course | was being forced to follow, | told myself. 


| ruthlessly disregarded the reminder that | had already resorted to mind manipulation, coercion, 
and intimidation tactics. What was one more dishonorable act? When no answer came to mind, 
| took the last few steps, stopping short at the library door. The metal door was so shiny | could 
see my image reflected in its surface. The slightly distorted face staring back was drawn, almost 
grim, and my eyes seemed to burn from the fire within. 


It was the face of a man coming to claim what was his. 


This was one battle that Padme wouldn't win for | held the power to make her respond to my 
touch no matter how much her stubborn mind resisted. | would use my mastery over her body to 
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break down those barriers she continued to work so hard to shore up. 


No more arguments, no more irritating words about right and wrong, duty and responsibility, 
Jedi and senator. | would not be dissuaded from realizing my dream any longer. Sending the 
door sliding open with an impatient wave of my hand, | stepped inside. 


The time for talking was over. 


The Gambit 


"I love you not only for what you 
have made of yourself, but 
for what you are making of me." 


E.B. Browning 


Gods, she was beautiful. 


| couldn't stop drinking in the vision of the girl before me. Hairpins long since discarded at my 
demand, Padme's brown hair hung loose, a riotous mess of curls that cascaded down to skim 
the tabletop beneath her bowed back. Hectic color suffused her face, lips were parted in 
unknowing invitation, and her eyes heavy with the passion | had ruthlessly coaxed from her 
resistant body. | deeply regretted that my metal appendage lacked the sensory capabilities to 
feel the silky hair threaded through its unfeeling fingers as | cradled the back of her head. 


The sides of her dress bodice hung open, the laces dangling carelessly from my impatient 
attentions. With her back arched, her barred breasts were forced forward like a decadent 
offering to some pagan god. It had been an offer I'd only been too happy to accept. Now they 
were tender and marked, the peaks stiff and moist, from having been ravaged by my hungry 
mouth. 


The tantalizing scent of vanilla rose up from her heated body to fill my nostrils and play havoc 
with my emotions. | swallowed hard. The sight before me was weakening my resolve to follow 
through with my plan. The urge to be inside her was threatening to overshadow the very reason 
for seeking her out. 


Only seconds ago the air had been filled with her cries of ‘please, please; the words tumbling 
past her lips over and over. Now only our jagged breathing could be heard as we both fought to 
regain control, though each of us for very different reasons. | was there to make her burn for me 
and that was what | was going to do. 


The grip in her hair tightened and | roughly forced her head up so our eyes were level, | wanted 
her to read what was in my soul. | didn't want there to be any doubt that | was there because we 
were meant to be together. Brown eyes locked with mine. In that long drawn out moment stolen 
from time, | let her see everything; all the love and desire, the intensity of my need for her. 


She fought it, struggling against the tide with everything she had, but in the end her heart 


betrayed her. Ultimately, Padme was unable to keep that telltale answering spark from shining 
through. The undeniable emotions revealed renewed my hope despite the earlier refusal of my 
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proposal. 


It was then | finished working my hand beneath her heavy skirt. Padme's body jerked against 
me as | found my target and began a slow circling caress. The soft glow from the surrounding 
HoloNet screens illuminated Padme's delicate features; highlighting eyes grown round with 
shock and lips that opened to inhale a sharp, startled breath. The stunned look faded slowly 
only to be replaced by one of surprised arousal. 


| kept my touch feather-light, teasing her with the pleasure, giving a hint of what was to come. If 
Tatooine had been for me then this was for Padme. | kept careful watch, reading her body's 
responses in the flush of her cheeks, the hitch in her breath, and those soft, feminine mewling 
cries that ripped a moan from my throat. 


Delicate eyelashes fluttered shut while impossibly her back arched further. | foundt | t | couldn't 
stand not being able to gaze into the warm depths of her brown eyes. The need to be sure that 
Padme was not losing herself in the pleasure at the expense of me dictated my threat that she 
open her eyes or | would stop my ministrations. 


It was gratifying to see how quickly she obeyed and | laughed softy in victory. With little 
preamble, | suddenly plunged two fingers into her wet velvety core forcing a gasp of shock from 
her. Brown eyes flecked with amber stared back at me as | repeatedly thrust my fingers into her 
warmth, making sure to stroke that secret spot | knew would drive her insane with want. When 
her instincts took over and her hips began to move in tandem with the pace | was setting | very 
nearly lost control. 


| spoke to her then in the language | learned from my mother. It has no name that | know of; its 
origins are so old they've been lost in the wind swept deserts of my birth place. For all that it 
came from such a harsh environment, it's a language that lends itself to love, whether that love 
was familial or the kind that lies between lovers. By speaking those alien words, | was able to 
tell Padme things | knew she wasn't yet ready to hear. Intimate words of love, declarations and 
vows never meant to be broken; words of primal intensity that reached all the wild hidden places 
where secret longings lie. 


"Tee’ana etna loska mil tu'et." 


| knew the hypnotizing power they possessed, the spell they were capable of weaving and | 
used this knowledge ruthlessly. | murmured the words out loud; | whispered them in her head, 
making the syllables rise and fall in a mesmerizing litany to break down Padme's learned 
reticence. 


//Ple'ana et kon na kile'ah su nom I'keer// 


Padme threw her head back, no longer impeded by the grip of my metal hand. Through eyes 
burning with desire and need, | watched her undulate against me, listened to the increased 
tempo of her breathing and with a groan | bent my head to her breasts once more. Padme's 
warm scented flesh was intoxicating and | sucked, bit and kissed in a wild frenzy. 


Under the influence of pleasurable sensations, the very taste of Padme driving me mad, my 
control slipped and my Force hold keeping her hands pinned to the table behind her 
evaporated. Padme's cry as her head hit the hard surface made me cringe. Instantly, | slid my 
free arm to the small of her back to lift her up, making soothing noises as | inwardly cursed 
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myself for my loss of concentration. 


Padme's fingers began to claw at the table top, the incident already forgotten as | increased my 
efforts to push her to the edge. Around the fingers that slicked in and out, | could feel her walls 
begin to contract, squeezing my digits with surprising strength. My own breath was ragged, 
competing with the harsh gasps that were emanating from the girl | was driving towards a 
teritering climax. 


Suddenly, Padme cried out, the sound both incredulous and filled with rapture. A rush of wet 
heat drenched my hand, desperate fingers clutched at my chest, and thighs reflexively clenched 
under the onslaught of her release. The sight of Padme writhing against me as the waves of 
pleasure washed over her was utterly breathtaking. Never had she been further removed from 
that icily composed stranger wearing the protective mask she used to keep others out. Within 
my embrace she was a disheveled wanton who responded to my caresses and kisses with an 
abandon | had rarely seen before and hungered to see again. 


Gradually, the violent shudders that shook her body began to fade. Padme collapsed limply 
against me, tired and completely sated. At some point her hands had left their frantic hold on my 
leather vest to tangle themselves in my hair. Her damp forehead was pressed against my throat 
and her hot moist breath feathered across my flesh, sending chills of unrelieved lust coursing 
through me anew. 


| held her to me, running an unfeeling metal hand up and down the length of her back ina 
comforting manner. | couldn't resist whispering once more in the language of my childhood. 


"Et na kile'ah su bey nom teir." 


Slowly, reluctantly it seemed, she lifted her head up to fix her gaze on mine. Amber flecks swam 
within the chocolate depths of eyes still glazed from unfamiliar ecstasy. When | brought my 
hand from between her damp thighs and licked her sweet essence from them another wave of 
tremors rocked her. To my delight, beneath the ever present scent of vanilla, | detected the 
sudden rush of liquid heat as her body responded to my carnal act. Under my heated gaze and 
knowing look her cheeks flamed crimson at her body's betraying reaction. 


| smiled to myself. The fact that Padme had managed to remain so charmingly innocent in the 
arena of galactic politics never failed to astonish me. | couldn't help but wonder if sheltering their 
women was particular to the Naboo culture or if it was a side effect of having been the elected 
ruler for two terms. Whatever the case, her shy, often shocked reactions to anything but the 
most basic of sexual acts was completely beguiling. 


Padme's stunned silence never broke. With deft hands | straightened her skirt and then laced 
her bodice back up as if she were a child. When | finifinished | gently grasped her chin, lifting 
her face upwards. For a long moment, | stared down at her delicate features, noting with 
arrogant satisfaction the way her breathing remained labored and her eyes still held a glazed 
look that bespoke of satiated passion. Then with the barest brush of fingertips down the curve of 
Padme's soft cheek, | turned away with deliberate callousness and walked away. 


| suspect she'll never know what it took from me to leave her there without a word of explanation 
or a gentlemanly inquiry as to either her physical or emotional state. The overriding fact was | 
didn't dare linger. | was balancing precariously on the razor's edge between control and 
surrender. If | hadn't left when | did my resolve would have melted away under the heat of my 
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desire and my inspired plans to wear her down would have been for naught. 


It was only when | was well away from the library that | started to laugh, though it was tempered 
somewhat by my sexually frustrated state. | had a bad feeling it was something | would come to 
know all too intimately over the next few days as | put the next part of my plan in motion. The 
only consolation was the knowledge that Padme would suffer right along with me. 


| glanced back over my shoulder in the direction of the library. Padme didn't know it yet but | 
was one step closer to winning the challenge she had unwittingly thrown down at dinner. For 
just a second, | almost felt sorry for her. 


TBC 
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Chapter 4: The End 3a 


The Games People Play 


"In revenge and in love, woman 
is more barbarous than man." 


Friedrich Nietzsche 


| leaned against the hard wall, my arms crossed over my chest, the very picture of irritable 
discontent. The sleepless nights of invading Padme's dreams and the rest of the time spent 
denying both of us release had gone a long way towards souring my disposition. The waiting 
game | was being forced to endure only added to it. 


My eyes wandered around the bridge longingly. If circumstances had been different, | would've 
been making the rounds, learning each bridge position, fiddling with the controls, testing and 
experimenting, taking part in all manner of technical discussions. At any other time nothing 
would have stopped me from my explorations. But, then, the situation with Padme couldn't have 
been further away from normal. 


Absently watching a nearby crewman who had to be even younger than me, a long-forgotten 
memory surfaced and despite my dark mood a small smile quirked the corners of my mouth. 
The face of the pilot who had kindly tutored a curious boy on the workings of a Nubian ship had 
long since faded but | could still hear his voice. The surprise and pleasure he had expressed at 
how quickly I'd caught on had thrilled the scared and lonely child | had been. It still did in a way 
for that memory was all wrapped up in the events that had shaken my world. In an impossibly 
short amount of time, I'd earned my freedom in a daring wager, left my mother and home to 
become a Jedi, and, of course, met the girl who monopolized my thoughts and had possessed 
my heart every day since. 


A sigh of long sufferance blew past my lips. What the hell was keeping her? Impatience shifted 
my weight from one foot to the other, boredom radiating from every pore. When | caught myself 
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actually longing for one of Obi Wan's talks to alleviate the tedium, | knew | was in dire need of 
diversion. 


Unfortunately, when it eventually presented itself, the diversion came in an extremely 
unwelcome form. 


A peal of soft laughter drew my fierce attention, along with that of several officers, to the far door 
through which Padme finally made her appearance. Directly on her heels was the bridge 
captain, the young, good-looking and overly attentive bridge captain. The disturbing sight 
deepened the scowl that instantly reappeared on my face. | threw a glowering look towards the 
object of my displeasure. The fact that Padme had barely looked in my direction since entering 
had not gone unnoticed either. 


Padme's attire certainly didn't help my grim mood. Her outfit was similar to the one she'd been 
wearing when we'd arrived at the Lars homestead. The only significant differences to my 
untutored eyes was the color, deep green instead of blue, the lack of the shawl-like covering, 
and the bottom half, which consisted of a skirt instead of flowing pants. All in all it displayed far 
too much flesh for our present situation for my peace of mind. The golden skin of her bared 
midriff and back was like a homing beacon that attracted the attention and scrutiny of every 
male she passed. 


I'd met with no success in trying to convince her to change. Since | hadn't objected on Tatooine, 
a lawless and dangerous place if ever there was one, then wearing it on a military ship shouldn't 
present a problem either, she'd argued with a rebellious gleam in her eyes. I'd been on the 
verge of reminding her how anxious she'd been to get out of the strategically torn battle clothing 
which had drawn so much unwanted attention - and hadn't been near as revealing as her 
present outfit - but bit back my retort. The stubborn tilt to her chin told me plainly that | wasn't 
going to win. Now, as the captain's hand settled against the bare skin of her back, ostensibly to 
guide her politely forward but really using manners as an excuse to touch the smooth flesh, | 
started to think | should've listened to my first instinct, namely to lock the stateroom door and 
refuse to let her out until she changed. 


The pair stopped several meters away from where | stood stiffly at attention, seemingly 
engrossed in a conversation that, from what | could make out, dealt with the social life on 
Coruscant. Their trivial reminiscing of social gala's and senatorial banquets was yet another 
disconcerting reminder that there were parts of Padme's life | hadn't been around to share. 


Glumly, | brooded over the number of years | hadn't been able to take part in her life; years in 
which she had been free to meet and socialize with other men. The thought of those imagined 
nameless men hurt. And though | knew without a shadow of a doubt just how inexperienced 
Padme had actually been, and still was in many ways, just the idea that the opportunities had 
existed left a bitter taste in my mouth. Inwardly, | cursed both the four years that perpetrated us 
and the unreasonable restrictions placed on Jedi. 


{Dark curly hair, dreamy eyes...} 
The familiar urge to hit something accompanied Padme's remembered words. | wasn't nave 
enough to imagine that Palo - my mind practically spit the name - had been her only kiss. And 


that knowledge just made it worse because perversely, my mind continued its new hobby of 
conjuring up the torturous phantom images of faceless men taking Padme into their arms. | 
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knew it was ridiculous to be jealous of events that were in the past but love isn't rational. The 
very idea of Padme with anyone else sent my stomach churning in a sickening spiral. 


| studied the face of the man openly flirting with Padme, searching my memory for the vapid 
fool's name as he very nearly drooled over what was mine. Captain Rigert? No, that one had 
been sent down to Geonosis only that morning. This was Captain Benor, who apparently 
labored under the delusion that he was both charming and irresistible.glanglanced around the 
room to find the crew had returned to their tasks and were studiously ignoring their captain who 
was neglecting his duties in favor of paying court to the stranger in their midst. 


The skin across my face felt uncomfortably tight, my lips were drawn in a thin line, white with 
anger. | didn't like him. | didn't like the way he looked at her, the way he spoke to her, or the way 
he leaned in to hang on her every word. Never mind that his behavior was a mirror image of my 
own at times. That was a completely different situation. Padme was mine, | had claimed her, 
and that puffed up, inbred Coruscant aristocrat would soon find himself on the wrong end of my 
lightsaber if he didn't watch his step. 


Another gentle trill of laughter shattered the fantasy | was having in which a cowering Benor was 
lifted off his feet and sent sailing against the nearest wall. The muscles in my shoulders, arms 
and back tightened painfully as | observed him nonchalantly reach out to touch Padme's arm to 
emphasis a point. A low growl of warning sounded from the back of my throat. 


Did he linger a bit longer than was absolutely necessary? 


The all-consuming possessive jealousy thrumming through my veins like liquid electricity was 
still relatively new to me. None of the women I'd known in the past had ever come close to 
touching my heart. That was reserved for Padme alone and the few times genuine feelings 
threatened to develop, | had walked away without a backward glance. Those women had 
fulfilled a need and were usually as anxious as | to avoid emotional entanglement, consequently 
there'd never really been a time when jealousy came into play, at least on my part. 


Blast! Why did she continue to let that idiot touch her? 


My stomach clenched in sudden dread. Was | doomed to suffer like this forever or only until | 
could claim her as my wife? Did it matter? By maintaining the necessary secrecy there could be 
no outward sign that she was taken. Months would go by between assignations, months in 
which | would not be there to head off any potential poachers. | trusted Padme and that faith 
would strengthen once the wedding vows were said but | didn't trust other men. 


The shiver that ran down my spine had nothing to do with the draft of cool air that suddenly 
wafted past. Rather it was from the hideous sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach as a sudden 
thought occurred to me. The Jedi often attended government social functions both as honored 
guests and as peace keepers and the war wouldn't stop such frivolous events - at least not at 
first. The current situation made it highly likely the distinguished senator from Naboo would be 
on Coruscant more than she'd ever been in the past which meant there would be times I'd be 
forced to watch from the sidelines as men like Benor danced attendance on my wife. 


{And don't forget she's a politician. They're not to be trusted} 
Obi Wan's cool words of dislike came back without warning. I'd grown use to such opinions from 


my Master over the years and paid them little heed. Usually because they accompanied a 
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lecture and | had grown quite good at tuning out what | didn't want to hear. As a general rule, | 
put such comments down to his increasingly cynical nature but as | watched Padme charm the 
captain | experienced a sickening spiral of doubt. Her job necessitated the use of subterfuge 
and half-truths at times, even the most honest politician had to keep secrets. 


In my mind's eye a pair of virtuous brown eyes smiled at me - such innocence for someone who 
had been in the game of politics half her life. My gaze narrowed in on the slip of a girl who was 
cau me me so much turmoil. | considered with suspicion the inappropriate clothes, her seeming 
interest in every word out of Benor's mouth, and finally, her unusually casual demeanor. 


{...not to be trusted...not to be trusted...not to be trusted} 


Sith! Padme was allowing the liberties on purpose, | just knew it; allowing Benor's hand to hover 
at the small of her back as he'd guided her across the bridge with a debonair air, allowing his 
touch at her shoulder and arm. The way she tilted her head to the side while she listened to him 
speak, the way she smiled with her eyes and mouth in light flirtation, all of it struck a deep chord 
of panicked fear and a slow burning frustration that begged to be let loose. Padme knew | was 
watching her. She knew what that little display was doing to me; | could sense it through our 
forged bond. There was a definite feeling of justified satisfaction radiating from her. She was 
seeking some retribution of her own, | realized, payback for my own ruthless tactics. 


Under normal conditions | probably would've recognized her behavior for what it was; an 
attempt to reassert some sort of control over her life in the wake of my relentless chiseling away 
at her defenses. Rational thought wasn't coming into play however. The only thing my 
conscious mind seemed to register was the girl | loved beyond reason was making a pointed 
effort to declare she was free to consort with whomsoever she pleased and she was doing it in 
front of my very eyes. The red tide of anger swirled and eddied inside my head and at my side 
my hand automatically reached for the comforting weight of the lightsaber clipped to my belt. 


Catching her eye in warning wasn't possible. The moment they'd pausedm dm had turned away. 
She did it deliberately, trying to avoid the hungry looks I'd been shooting her whenever she was 
engaged in conversation with someone who wasn't me. Smoldering looks that turned her 
cheeks pink, sent her pulse rocketing and increased her breathing to ragged intakes of air. It 
ama amazing what | could achieve with a slow smile, an intense gaze or a raised eyebrow. 


It had taken just two hastily broken conversations for her to learn the lesson of keeping her back 
to me. But then | just progressed back to Force thoughts. The memory of Padme's reaction the 
first time I'd used that particular tactic while she conversed with the ship's commander drew a 
soft snort of wry laughter from me. A passing technician eyed me curiously, clearly not 
understanding what | found so humorous when I'd been nothing but dour since arriving. A 
baleful glare sent him scurrying about his business. After he disappeared from view, | turned my 
attention back to Padme and my black mood took a firmer hold. 


Yes, Padme was learning but it wasn't what I'd intended. It was time to end the maddening 
tableau | was being forced to endure. The pressure I'd been applying since the library incident 
was working and | wasn't about to stand by and let some military bureaucrat step in to reap the 
benefits. No one was going to take what had been mine since the age of nine. 


Given where we were there wasn't much | could do about Benor, but | could do something 


about her. Up until then | thought ensuring her conversations with others were cut short would 
be enough. After all, holding her pinned to the wall or floor in the stateroom indefinitely, while 
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certainly appealing, was also completely impractical. It was time | convinced Padme that further 
trips to the bridge weren't a good idea. 


So, where before | had confined myself to whispering erotic suggestions along with the 
projection of the occasional arousing image, now | pulled out all the stops. Using my intimate 
knowledge of Padme's body, | proceeded to seduce her under the eyes of Benor and the crew 
manning the bridge. Even | was surprised by the results of my daring escapade. 


A sensation of a feathery touch at the nape of her neck. 
The play of fingers dancing up her spine. 
Soft brush of lips at her temple. 


The feel of a hand following the curve of her hip, dipping into the indention of her waist, and 
ending at the swell of her breast. 


Hard body pressed against her back. 
The rasp of my tongue at her pulse point followed by the s nip nip of my teeth. 


Under my invisible attentions, Padme's body went ridged, muscles tensing at the suggestive 
thoughts weaving themselves like a seductive tapestry in her mind. The slight twitch of her 
shoulders another betraying response, telling of the effort she was exerting to hide her 
involuntary and despised reactions to my wicked efforts. Seconds later she was fighting valiantly 
to suppress the shudders of desire as her body awakened under the influenceunseunseen 
hands and lips. 


Every Force caress was accompanied by whispered words sent to echo in her head, achieving 
the goal to send her pulse rate soaring and her heart hammering in the confines of her chest. 
The unwelcome arousal wrung from her taunt body sent telltale tremors through the Force, 
spiking my own fevered reaction. | just manago sto stifle the moan that rose from me; the feel of 
her skin beneath mine was so real. 


Lurking beneath the surface of the passion washing over her body like warm rain, | could feel 
the uneasy fear she felt as the body defied the mind. For someone who spent her life letting her 
head rule her personal life instead of her heart, the traitorous reaction must have been 
unbearable. No one liked to feel that they had no control, no power over their own body - 
especially not Senator Amidala. 


The intensity of emotion Padme was emoting surged forth in her Force aura, a sizzling bolt of 
lightening that sent tingles to my extremities. It was so strong | even imagined | could feel it in 
the tips of my metal fingers. | could feel everything through our bond; all her anger, 
embarrassment, longing, and fear. | was making her feel things she didn't want to feel. | was 
taking away the weapons she used to shield herself from others and smashing them at her feet. 
And how she resented me even as her heart beat fiercely and her blood sang with an answering 
need to my call. 


| eased once more into my first learned language, letting the hypnotizing cadence swirl and 


dance in her head, letting the seductive words whisper against her skin. | was absolutely 
ruthless as | enticed and lured the desired responses from her body; bypassing her will and 
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playing straight to her heart. 
Padme was going to burn and it was going to be for me and me alone - or it wouldn't be at all. 


Over the pounding tattoo of my own heart, | heard Benor's concerned inquiry at her increasingly 
flushed cheeks and flustered demeanor. Padme's attempt at reassurance fell flat. Her proffered 
excuse crumbled into a nervous stammer as | sent her a particularly erotic thought which 
echoed loudly in the Force. In a rush, her arms came up to cross over her chest, hiding her 
body's betraying response from thcreacreasingly bewildered man's view. It only took a few more 
moments spent suppressing shudders of desire, shifting from toe to toe in growing agitation, 
and then Padme was beating a hasty and rather graceless retreat. 


Captain Benor stared after her with a befuddled expression, clearly questioning the sanity of the 
senator he'd been flirting with just moments ago. Mission accomplished, | muttered to myself as 
avery angry girl brushed past me, frantically grasping at what few remaining shreds of dignity 
she retained. The glare Padme shot me as she rushed by would've froznyonnyone else to the 
spot in terror. 


| stared after her for a few seconds knowing with dark satisfaction that in all likelihood there 
would be no more visits to the bridge. Throwing the captain an apologetic shrug of 
commiseration that hinted I'd dealt with such behavior many times before, | turned and went 
after the ball of fury that was so igniting her Force signature even Threepio could've picked up 
on it. 


| caught up with her just before she was able to disappear down any one of the eight different 
hallways that radiated off the central bridge corridor. With speed | hadn't known she was 
capable of, Padme unexpectedly whirled around and pushed me with all her might. Caught by 
surprise, | stumbled backwards, only managing to stay on my feet with a desperate grab at the 
handrail. She was clearly overcoming her aversion to physical retaliation. 


Equilibrium retained, | found a furious, spitting Krell cat standing before me, letting loose with a 
string of expletives that, had | understood Nubian, I'm sure would've made even me bl Th The 
admittedly patronizing hand | stretched out in an attempt to placate was swatted violently away 
and another volley of Nubian curses ripped past me. 


The jealous anger that had been all but forgotten under the spell of the Force seduction came 
back with a vengeance, fiery daggers pricking along every nerve ending. Drawing myself up to 
my full height, fierce stare locked with brown eyes sparking with mortification and self-righteous 
pique, | grabbed her wrist in a bone crushing hold and jerked her into my wake. With every bit of 
the arrogance and impulsiveness for which Obi Wan was constantly berating me, | then set off 
down one of the halls at a rapid clip. 


Ignoring the continued stream of furious Nn thn that had yet to cease, | half-pulled, half-dragged 
Padme down the passageway intent on finding someplace that would offer more privacy than 
the bridge hall. My wandering exploration of three nights earlier gave me an unexpected 
advantage as we rapidly left the possibility of interruption behind. 


The sudden appearance of even one Republic officer in the high traffic area might very well put 


an end to my time with Padme, something | could ill afford. The last thing | needed was to have 
a report of our heated altercation reach Obi Wan's ears. Well, that and a captain who couldn't 
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keep his hands to himself, | thought to myself grimly. 

Padme remained too busy raining down a litany of curses on my head to notice | was 
maneuvering us away from the well traveled hallways and the risk of interference. Due to the 
hasty nature of the war some areas of Coruscant's Pride were still inoperable leaving large parts 
of the ship empty. In addition, with its designation as a medical facility there was a much smaller 
troop population on board than on the rest of the ships in the newly created fleet. All of which 
should have made the possibility of finding some privacy fairly easy. 


However, though very much deserted, the particular corridor | found myself leading Padme 
down appeared aggravatingly uninterrupted, with no convenient nooks or off-shooting halls. | 
doubled my pace, mildly surprised that no complaint came forth. Her distracted state wouldn't 
last long. Every passing second meant the irate girl behind me was either going to run out of air 
or words at which time her current obliviousness would vanish like a puff of smoke, and make 
my task that much more difficult. Fig sog somewhere private was imperative, for despite the 
apparent isolation of the area you never knew when someone might come along. Recent events 
had gone along way towards teaching me to expect the unexpected. 


| was beginning to despair of ever finding a place to stop when | spied a darkened alcove to one 
side. A quick glance proved that it led to some sort of still unused service or storage room. 
There was none of the usual signs designating its function nor had the access panel that 
would've unlocked the door been installed. There wouldn't be any interfering droids or troopers 
needing to use that particular alcove for the foreseeable future. In short, it was perfect. 


The triumphant smile on my face registered with Padme about the same time she became 
aware we were completely alone. Unwilling to give her a chance to react to either of these 
realizations, | bodily thrust her ahead of me before following her into the poorly lit space. 


Padme immediately righted herself, giving the alcove a quick once over with characteristic 
thoroughness. At the sight of the inoperable door, she sighed resignedly, and all her anger 
seemed to melt away with that expelled breath. After a moment, she turned toward me, visibly 
starting when she saw how close we actually were. A guarded look crossed her face as she 
instantly noticed | was blocking her from leaving. 


"Anakin." 


The intent was to issue a warning, a stern reminder that she wasn't going to put up with more 
‘foolishness’ but the effect was ruined by the tremor of apprehension that threaded her normally 
steady voice. | didn't respond and the silence agitated her. Padme tossed her head insolently, 
trying to prove to us both how completely unconcerned she was at finding herself alone with me 
once more. That show of bravado didn't last long. When | remained unmoved and still made no 
effort to speak, Padme could not hide her nervousness any longer. A flicker of unease appeared 
in her eyes and she self-consciously crossed her arms around her middle in a defensive 
gesture. 


The arrogant toss of her head caught my attention and my eyes immediately focused on the 
mass of disordered brown curls spilling about her shoulders. Since the library she had not worn 
it up, usually choosing the same simple style she'd worn the day she'd come to me in the 
garage. Any sense of pleasure at the sight was tempered somewhat by the niggling suspi she 
she was wearing it that way more to avoid provoking than to please. | shrugged to myself. What 
did | care what motivated her when the end result was the same. Her capitulation still meant one 
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less symbol, one less reminder of the position | held responsible in part for keeping Padme from 
marrying me. 


Without a word, | took possession of a lone strand of shining hair from its resting place against 
the bodice of her gown. The intentional brush of my knuckles against the side of her breast drew 
forth a reflexive gasp that brought a lazy satisfied smile to my face. Slowly, | wound my prize 
around one digit, enjoying the feel of the silky texture as | rubbed it between finger and thumb. 
The action drew Padme forward, forcing her to take a reluctant step closer. | stared pensively 
down at the end of the chocolate lock that curled in my palm like a living entity, reliving the 
memories of it threaded through my fingers while | kissed her breathless. 


"What exactly did you think you were doing back there?" | asked without preamble, my voice 
ringing loudly in the small space. | released my hold, watching as the long curling strand settled 
back down at her breast before dragging my gaze up to meet her confusion laced eyes. 


The calm, conversational tone I'd used took her by surprise. Padme searched my face 
uncertainly for a moment, no doubt having expected some scathing curses of my own and when 
none came she was unprepared. Padme started to reply but then apparently thought better of it 
and snapped her mouth shut, compressing her lips together in a tight line as if she was afraid 
the words might somehow escape on their own. 


It was my turn to look perplexed. 


Padme rendered speechless’? | tried to wrap my mind around that impossible thought. The 
normally poised senator, whose very job involved exemplary oratory skills, unable to dredge up 
some tiresome speech about decorum or appropriate behavior? No imperious admonishment 
for my ill-mannered behavior? For a few seconds | considered the notion that there really 
couldn't be anything as satisfying as ing ing her at her own game. But when my hungry gaze 
moved down of its own volition to wander over her delectable curves and tantalizing display of 
bare flesh, | grudgingly admitted | wasn't entirely correct - there was something infinitely better 
than rendering Padme momentarily speechless. 


"Stop it." She whispered, catching my appreciative leer. 


"Why? Does it make you feel uncomfortable?" | asked with that slow, arrogant smile | knew both 
irritated and intrigued her. The reference did not go amiss. Her face tightened in annoyance at 
having her own weak reasoning thrown back at her in such a mocking way. 


| met her glare calmly, refusing to back down. One minute stretched out to another and another 
as we waged war with each other. It was Padme who looked away first. The heavy sigh that 
came from her slender body spoke of someone who felt the weight of the galaxy on her 
shoulders. A small hand fluttered up to rub her temple, an air of weary exasperation settling 
about her like a cloak. 


The tense silence continued its reign with Padme stubbornly refusing to look anywhere in the 
vicinity of my eyes and | declining to elaborate or explain why I'd dragged her there, though | 
was fairly sure she already knew. | could feel her internal struggle as she tried to regain some 
semblance of control over the situation. The underlying sense she was gathering her wits and 
attempting to rebuild her defenses was unmistakable. 


| couldn't alloat tat to happen. 
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It was then that | rather belatedly noticed that not once since being unceremoniously thrust into 
the dim alcove had Padme attempted to get past me, neither had she made any effort to move 
away when | had drawn closer. This was a marked change from her behavior on the previous 
times | had cornered her alone. On those memorable occasions when I'd used all my skills to 
arouse her only to leave her, and me, aching with need, Padme had always put up some sort of 
resistance. And while it was true each encounter had seen a reduction in her verbal protests as 
well as the time it took her body to melt against mine, never had Padme appeared so...docile. 


| considered the implications of this uneted,ted, though welcome, turn of events. Since Naboo | 
had been putting all my energy into encouraging Padme to fall in love me, in seducing her, in 
making her mine. When she'd admitted she loved me | thought everything was settled. What 
could be simpler? | loved her, she loved me, and therefore we would get married. But rem 
removed from the threat of imminent death, Padme again resorted to hiding behind her role as 
senator and using my own position as a Jedi to refuse marriage. 


Desperation had forced my hand. When | was discharged from the medical center, four days 
had already passed since the end of the battle. The knowledge that our enforced idleness 
wouldn't last much longer coupled with Padme's unexpected refusal of my plans had spurred 
me to take a rather drastic course of action. Time was quickly slipping away and with it my best 
chance to convince Padme that marriage, albeit one cloaked in secrecy, was the only answer to 
our situation. 


| would've been a fool to think those unique circumstances would present themselves again. | 
knew every moment away from her responsibilities, her friends and family, and even her Nubian 
staff, meant one more chanced opportuni Lik Like a predator that targets a lone member of the 
herd, I'd followed her doggedly, stepping up the pressure every time | sensed her falter, waiting 
for the moment when she succumbed so | could move in for the kill. 


Over the past few days I'd searched with growing urgency for any indication that Padme was 
about to stumble under the weight of the great motivator - sexual frustration. Now, with this new 
and out of the ordinary behavior, came the relieved awareness that victory was very possibly 
close at hand. With her teetering precariously on the abyss of surrender, it was more necessary 
than ever to forge ahead. | had to keep her off balance, to keep from getting the chance to 
breath. If | backed off even for a moment, it would give her the opportunity to regroup and fortify 
her defenses. 


There wasn't a chance in Sith's hell that | was going to allow that to happen. Especially not 
when | smelled victory in the ship's recycled air. 


A wave of red hot desire hit me hard as | regarded the slender girl who was still refusing to meet 
my eye. Gods, | couldn't look at her without wanting her. | couldn't want her without acting on 
that impulsive need. The constant longing when in her company fired my blood and promised to 
one day consume me if she wouldn't give in. 


Calling on every calming technique | knew, | forced myself to keep my head, the effort costing 
me considerably more than | cared to admit. With the gentle pressure of my fingers beneath her 
chin, | tipped Padme's face upwards. Brown eyes flecked with gold gazed back at me witha 
wary expression hovering in their depths. The pad of my thumb caressed the gentle curve of her 
jaw, brushing across her soft skin. She tried to suppress the delicate shiver that ran through her 
at my touch but couldn't quite pull if off. 
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Padme remained unnaturally still, her eyes glued to mine as if bound by some powerful spell 
beyond her ability to break. Under my hungry gaze her breathing rate increased, coming in 
quick, shaky gasps, the puffs of air warming the flesh of my thumb as | ran it over her bottom lip. 


There was no predication from Padme as my hand slid over her smooth skin to lightly cup the 
side of her face. mallmall smile touched my eyes when, despite her obvious apprehension, she 
couldn't stop herself from pressing her cheek into my palm. Padme's eyelids fluttered shut for a 
fleeting moment, the feather-light sweep of her eyelashes brushing the tip of one finger like 
gossamer silk. | marveled all over again that a creature such as her could actually love me. If 
only she would just give in, | thought. Then maybe my heart would stop aching. 


| slid my metal hand around her waist, coming to rest at the small of her back, splaying my 
fingers to both draw her a little nearer and also to keep her firmly in place. A warm feeling 
spread in my chest as tellingly there was still no attempt made to pull away. Maybe it was over. 
And | actually dared to hope that I'd finally won. But there still was that little matter of the bridge 
incident. | didn't care for the way she had trifled with my emotions so callously. Despite my 
unethical tactics to win Padme, | had never once considered using another woman to play on 
her emotions. A sarcastic voice in my head mocked me for my new found piety but | shook it off 
determinedly. I've always been goo pic picking and choosing what | wanted to hear, at seeing 
what | wanted to see. 


The memory of her beguiling laughter in response to something Benor said echoed in my head, 
its flirtatious sound dredging up a new and odd combination of feelings. There was the expected 
burning jealously that ate away at my insides like corrosive acid and something else; a strange 
and exhilarating streak of proprietary pride. The knowledge that this other man wanted Padme 
angered me yet at the same time it also increased my own desire; a primitive response to 
someone coveting one's mate. And knowing she was mine, that neither Benor nor anyone else 
would ever have her gave me an unsettling but arousing thrill that was part possessiveness and 
part instinctual animal lust. 


"You did it on purpose, didn't you?" | asked suddenly, allowing a trace of remembered anger 
into my voice. 


The sound of my voice shattered the uneasy silence, taking her by riserise. Her brow furrowed 
as she tried to comprehend what | was talking about. But before she could put a voice to the 
question forming in her mind, | continued on. 


"Did you let him touch you while | watched, knowing how it would make me feel?" | said in a low, 
pleasant tone that held a hint of burning ice. 


Padme recoiled at my insinuation but I'd been prepared for such a response and the hard hand 
at her back kept her in place. Her startled eyes flew wide and then she hurriedly tore her gaze 
away - but not before | had my answer. It was just a glimmer, a revealing expression that flitted 
across her face for one second too long. And she'd been too late in hiding it from me. 


Until | asked that loaded question, | honestly don't think Padme realized what had motivated her 
to allow, if not encourage, Benor's flirtation. Her Force signature was a mixed up jumble of 
fragmented emotions, indicative of the recent emotional upheaval in her life. Sorting through a 
confusion of Force tainted thoughts for any kind of personal insight while operating within such a 
short time span was near impossible for a non-Jedi. However, it was that very turmoil which 
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made her so susceptible to my manipulations, both internal and external. 


Padme could try and deny it all she wanted but | had seen the excitement and feminine triumph 
glinting in those innocent eyes a millisecond before she'd looked away. So she wanted to play a 
game, | thought grimly. Well, if a game was what she wanted then | was only too happy to 
oblige milady. Besides, | was suddenly very interested in where her unexpected machinations 
would take us. 


"Yes, | see you did." 


The knowing contempt in my voice made her cringe in embarrassment though her beautiful 
lying eyes remained irritatingly defiant. 


"Taking a page from your handmaidens' book, milady? My, my...how the mighty have fallen.” | 
murmured reprovingly. 


A pink tide swept upwards from her neck to her face at my goading allusion to a particular 
conversation we'd had on one of our many walks around the lake retreat. It had been one of the 
occasions when she'd forgotten she was supposed to be keeping me at arms length and her 
flirtatious mood led her to topics that did little to keep my mind off of how much | wanted her. 


| was never sure how but at some point Padme's amusing anecdotes about life within the 
Nubian court had turned to stories of romantic intrigue. It was through her handmaiden's 
dalliances that she'd first seen how jealousy could be used in both love and revenge and it had 
left her disdainful. Such petty games were cruel and beneath us, she'd explained to me with the 
decided air of someone who didn't have a clue as to what she was talking about. 


I'd been rather touched by her innocent views, by the honesty and forthrightness with which she 
viewed her world, and had marveled anew that she'd retained such pristine beliefs in the face of 
so much ugliness. Never having been burnt by passion's fire, Padme had neither appreciated 
nor understood the dangerous power that jealousy wielded in the games between men and 
women...until now. 


The discovery that she was no better than anyone else when it came to doing foolish things in 
the name of love kept her color high. The fact that she'd actually been caught behaving in such 
a despised stereotypical fashion was a blow to her pride. Especially for someone who normally 
exemplified honesty and ethical behavior. 


| circled behind her stiffly held frame, making no effort to hide my arrogant smirk. The hand at 
her back slipped from its position to slide around her side and trailing lazily across the flat plane 
of her bared abdomen. A swift intake of air came as the cool metal moved over the warmth of 
her skin. Or perhaps it was in response to what | whispered next. 


"| didn't like him touching you. But then you knew that." 
| came to a stop directly behind Padme and buried my face in her hair, inhaling the clean scent 
that was as intoxicating to me as Alderaani wine. | drew the silky mass to one side, pressing my 


lips against the shell of her ear. A tremor rippled through her as my hot breath feathered across 
her skin in the company of my next words. 
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"| could read his thoughts, you know." | murmured softly. | was lying through my teeth but she 
didn't know that. "The captain admires you; | can't fault him for that. He thinks you're a woman 
of impeccable virtue, although that doesn't stop him from wanting you." 


An inarticulate noise came from Padme, a little sound that might have been a protest at my 
provocative words or a reaction to the sharp nip | gave the lobe of her ear. 


| waited, expecting at any moment she would try to pull away again. With the exception of her 
responsive recoil at my first goading question, she hadn't protested any of my caresses but it 
was Clear she was still waging an internal war. By her side, Padme's hands were bunched into 
tight fists, a telling indication of her continued fight to maintain some sort of nominal control. | 
offered up a silent pray of thanks to whatever god was listening before knocking another hole in 
her defenses. 


My hands slithered down to encircle her tiny waist firmly. 


"| could tell you about the things he wanted to do to you." | whispered before snapping my hips 
sharply forward at the same time | pulled Padme back hard against me. My aroused nature was 
undeniable against her backside. 


A strangled cry was torn from Padme and her hands flew up to grasp frantically at mine. All 
attempts at maintaining the illusion she had any control over the situation forgotten in an instant. 
Tangling her fingers with my own, | guided our entwined hands in a slow slide down to the apex 
of her thighs. 


"Or would you prefer that | show them to you?" | murmured huskily, tracing the line of her jaw 
with the tip of my tongue. 


Padme groaned low in her throat in token denial even as a violent tremble of desire racked her 
body. Not bothering to wait for any other response, | began a slow repeated regimen of hard 
pressure followed by release, establishing a sensuous rhythm that tormented us both with the 
building pleasure. Padme's head lolled back against my chest with a helpless thud as she fell a 
little further under passion's hypnotic influence. 


My breathing was coming in ragged bursts, overshadowing Padme's harsh gasps for air as her 
body responded to my inciting ministrations. The rapid rise and fall of her chest sent her breasts 
forward and up, beckoning, begging for attention. | untangled my left hand despite the whimper 
of complaint from Padme, intent on another goal. | caressed the taut flesh of her belly, 
luxuriating in the silky texture of her skin as my hand continued its ascent. The light fabric 
comprising the top of her dress proved little hindrance and the sound of our combined guttural 
moans filled the little alcove as | cupped the weight of one breast in my palm, kneading it and 
rolling the hardened nipple between finger and thumb. 


"Do you know how much he wishes huld uld touch you like this?" My voice was thick with lust 
and want, sounding foreign to my own ears. 


A choked whimper worked its way from between her lips, the words shocking and arousing her 
simultaneously. What | was saying to her bore no resemblance to her schoolgirl's view of love 
talk and she was bewildered by how exciting she was finding it. Padme was torn by the fact that 
it wasn't just my caresses driving her to the point of no return, that it was also the coarse words 
and tone setting her on fire. 
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| smiled crookedly. 


Little by little, Padme was going to discover her staid, sweet romantic ideals for the frauds they 
were. We were kindred spirits and we were destined to be together. | would teach her things, 
take her places she'd never dared to dream existed. 


| nuzzled my lips against her cheek, soft strands of hair tickling my skin. The heady scent of 
vanilla rose around me, intensifying with the increase in her body heat. At the touch of my lips, 
Padme willingly moved her head further to the side, exposing the smooth column of her neck for 
my approval. A growl rumbled from me and then my mouth fell voraciously on her perfumed 
flesh. | attacked the beating pulse at the base of her neck, using my teeth and tongue to nip and 
lick the spot that was guaranteed to drive her wild with want. 


"Gods, Anakin ... please!" 


With every bite, lick and suck at her sensitive skin, Padme writhed against me, the little mewling 
cries of pleasure | loved so much inciting me, driving me slowly crazed with need. My arousal 
was straining against the confining pants, growing impossibly harder each time Padme let out 
another breathy moan. If | was made to stop this time by another marriage refusal | wasn't sure | 
could be held responsible for my actions, | thought darkly. 


A tremor rippled through Padme and her grip on my metal hand tightened. Against her scented 
skin | allowed myself the luxury of a smug smile. A second later it was abruptly wiped away as 
Padme, lost to the seductive forces, instinctively began to grind back against me, creating a 
torturous friction that threatened to destroy my already tenuous hold on my restraint. 


Abruptly, | whipped her around, pulling her pliant body up hard against mine. My hands slid 
roughly into her hair at either side of her head, framing her face. There was a sudden air of 
desperation guiding my actions. | traced the line of her cheekbones with my thumbs as | held 
her face steady under my heated gaze. Eyes glazed with reciprocating lust and desire bore into 
mine, nearly sending me over the edge. 


Not yet, not yet, my inner voice cautioned. | swallowed hard, studying her flushed face and the 
quivering lips | had yet to taste, and | knew if ever there had existed the smallest possibility | 
could've let her go in the name of duty, it had just vanished forever. 


The emotional kaleidoscope rolling and swirling within frightened me. | needed her so badly my 
entire body was shaking with it. Overwhelmed, my forehead fell forward to rest against hers. 
Our lips were only centimeters apart, our jagged breath mingling to rasp loudly in our ears. 
Gods, | loved her so much, so intensely that at times | feared for my sanity. Men had killed for 
beauty such as hers and | understood why. | had to have her.... now. 


"Mi te’el kile't su tia'n neela vonet." | said, my lips barely brushing hers. "Ilan tu ay se'lo mil 
cera." 


The seductive words worked their magic and Padme's legs, already weakened with desire, 
buckled without warning. Instead of stopping the descent, | merely controlled it, joining her in the 
descent, cushioning the fall with my body. We fell together in a disordered heap of clin han 
hands and trembling limbs, eventually ending up with Padme sitting across my lap, arms 
wrapped around my neck and my right arm supporting her reclined back. In an instant, | had 
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captured her mouth with mine, cutting off any chance of her voicing an objection. 


Padme's lips parted easily under the hard pressure of my lips and at the insistence of my 
seeking tongue. | explored the hot, moist cavern of her mouth relentlessly, reveling in her sweet 
taste, the way she moved against me in such an unconsciously provocative manner, and the 
way her hands clutched at the back of my head to pull me even closer. | kneaded her covered 
breast roughly, pinching and rolling her aroused nipple between my fingers. Padme squirmed in 
my lap, rubbing herself against my straining arousal with delicious abandon. 


Our kiss deepened until we were sharing one breath, one heart beat between us. My unsteady 
hand slid from Padme's breast to pull her skirt up with jerky, desperate movements, grunting in 
triumph when | finally contacted the silken flesh of her inner thigh. An appreciative noise 
rumbled in my chest as my seeking fingers ran over the damp silk between her legs. Padme 
moaned into my mouth as | slipped beneath to stroke and explore her wet folds. 


| broke away from our impassioned kiss winning a protesting sound from Padme in the process. 
My gaze was piercing as | looked into her passion glazed eyes that darkene my my thumb 
teased and circled her most intimately. We were both breathing hard, our chests heaving in an 
effort to make up for the minutes of deprivation imposed. Shaking with a volatile mixture of lust, 
jealousy, and pain, | had to clench my jaw in order to speak. 


"| wonder what the good captain would think if he could see you now, milady?" | hissed cruelly, 
"The respectable senator from Naboo with her Jedi protector's hand up her skirt?" 


As the last word left my mouth, | brutally slicked three fingers into her velvety core without 
warning, eliciting a scream that had nothing to do with pain. With the initial thrust, Padme flung 
her head back in abandonment, her body arching sharply as she repeated my name ona 
desperate cry. Her left arm lost its grip at my shoulder and fell, coming to rest on my thigh. The 
thin material offered little protection from her tightening grasp as she dug her fingers in, bracing 
herself to meet the d thd thrusts of my fingers. Writhing with pleasure, Padme instinctively 
rocked her hips to the sensuous rhythm | was setting. 


| lowered my head to her breast proffered by the arch of her body and sucked hard at the 

peaked nipple thrusting enticingly beneath her dress. The material blunted the sharpness of my 
teeth but not enough and Padme sucked in a harsh breath. | worried the hardened nub until her 
mewling cries of pleasure were echoing off the walls and words of supplication spilled from her 


lips. 


The feel of her, the smell of her, the taste of her overwhelmed me to the point that | was on the 
verge of throwing my plan aside for the temporary satisfaction that burying myself in her body 
would have afforded. Just in time | remembered the purpose of this erotic exercise and it wasn't 
to achieve the oblivion of release. Not unless | heard what | wanted to hear. 


With more willpower than | thought myself capable of, | suddenly withdrew my fingers from her 
tight passage. Padme's head came up with a start as she gulped air into her taxed lungs. 
Unfocused brown eyes stared blindly at my grim face. Having gone through similar meetings 
several times over the past few days she knew without my saying anything why | had called a 
halt. 


"Anakin, please don't ....." She began only to come to a skittering halt as | let my fingertips slid 
down the soft flesh of her inner thigh. 
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A staggered breath escaped her, my hand moving further in where she most wanted it to be. | 
held her pleading gaze for an endless moment, slowly trailing my fingers back to the juncture of 
her thighs temptating, teasing. 


"You want me to stay? You want to finish this?" | brushed a finger over her aching bundle of 
nerves a little more firmly than was comfortable and Padme's hips bucked. "You know what you 
have to do then." 


A wordless moan of frustration and despair rose from her throat and her eyes sparked with 
aroused hunger. Padme was wavering and | was sure that any second she would give me what 
| wanted. | bent to tease the corner of her mouth with the tip of my tongue, trailing my lips over 
the contours of her face while murmuring encouragingly against her soft warm flesh. 


"Just...say...you'll...marry...me." 
"You know | can't say yes." Padme gasped in despair. 


| pulled my hand from beneath her skirt and rose to my feet, hauling Padme up with me, not 
caring if | was too rough. | didn't bother to hide either my anger or my sudden contempt. A slave 
boy was good enough for a tumble with the senator but not quite up to marriage material, the 
voice from the Tusken camp whispered, pouring its poison in my ear. 


"Can't or won't? | think we both know which one it is." | said bitterly. "You're playing games, 
toying with my feelings. Is that what being a politician has taught you?" 


"No! Anakin.....if you would only listen to reason..." Padme began in that tone guaranteed to set 
my teeth on edge. 


"And what 'reason' is that? | asked, cutting off her weak attempt to placate me. "Tne tne that 
tells you what happened between us was of such little importance you can turn your back on it? 
Do you have any idea how that cheapens what we have, how it cheapens you?" 


The disheveled girl took an automatic step backwards at the derision in my voice, self- 
consciously straightening her clothes with trembling hands. Once again Padme refused to meet 
my eyes. A second later | found out why. 

In a small and barely audible voice she said, "It was only supposed to be one night." 

The words were whispered so softly it took a moment for the implication of what she had said to 
sink in and then the phrase 'one night’ rang in my ears over and over like a death knell. A cold 
hand squeezed my heart with punishing fingers of ice. The muscles in my face felt stiff and 
frozen. And then something de mde me fractured. 

One night? And this was supposed to make it better?! 


To this day | don't know how | kept my hands off of her. The urge to shake her until her teeth 
rattled nearly overwhelmed me. 


"One night? One night! Who decided it was for one night, Padme, because it wasn't me. | had 
no say in this decision of yours, | never did!" | shouted. 


62 


Three days of sheer torture, of being close to her but never really connecting, of constantly 
being treated as if my feelings - our feelings - didn't matter in the grand scheme of things; it all 
came rapidly to a head. It seemed with Padme everyone in the galaxy deserved happiness but 
us. 


Padme had the grace to look somewhat shamefaced, a stricken expression in her eyes, but she 
offered nothing in her defense, remaining maddeningly silent. The breath in my throat caught as 
another thought bled poison into my heart. Even as the words formed in my head, | knew | was 
being completely unfair, that | was rewriting history to justify my hurt. | pushed aside the fact that 
Padme had had little choice that night on Tatooine. | dismissed the fact she'd offered herself up 
as a sacrifice to save me. The anger and fear I'd been having such difficulty in controlling as of 
late rushed upwards like a wild fire, soreading ever outwards, and | couldn't keep myself from 
lashing out. 


My voice dropped several more degrees, each word practically a sneer. "This 'one night’ you 
gave me, milady. Do | take it to mean you would've given yourself to anyone as long as it was 
only for a night? Perhaps Captain Benor is the next lucky recipient?" 


Under my furious gaze blazing with something akin to hatred, the blood drained from Padme's 
face, leaving it as white as clone trooper's armor. Her hand flew to her trembling mouth and she 
leaned back heavily against the wall for much needed support. Without another word, | spun; 
leaving her there with stunned eyes, haunted with shock and hurt. | didn't look back. 

As | rounded the first corner of that long passageway, | was already regretting my cruel words. 
Yet | knew that | wouldn't take them back. My mutinous desire to strike out and hurt her as she 
had hurt me had been too strong to ignore. Padme could spend eternity telling me that we 
would never be and still | would try. 


| stopped short, struck by the sudden fear that | had possibly just alienated her irrevocably. No! 
It would not end like this. | refused to let it end like this. 


| clamped down on my doubts and straightened my shoulders resolutely, continuing down the 
hall with my robe billowing out behind me. No, | wouldn't believe it. | could not for one moment 
think | was defeated. | would prevail and she would say 'yes' just as my long ago vision had 
foretold. Padme would come to me. 


And later that day, as | took an impromptu nap on the couch in the stateroom, she did. 


TBC 


Feedback very much appreciated! 


Chapter 5: The End 4 


Knight Takes Queen 
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"Had we but world enough, and time, 
This coyness, Lady, were no crime." 


Andrew Marvel 


One step forward, two steps back. 


It was like a dance, my pursuit of Padme, a strange and exhausting dance with a complicated 
pattern of movements no rational being could follow without losing his mind. Are women taught 
those intricate steps from the moment they can walk? Or is it some mysterious feminine instinct 
that whispers the instructions in the ear? Of only one thing can | be certain; they are very, very 
good at it. 


Men may initiate the dance but | believe it's the women who lead more often than not. They'd 
like us to think we wield the control but it is they that truly have the power. Expertly they 
maneuver us around in those circles within circles, maintaining a delicate balance between 
intimate contact and flirtatious feints; of coy withdrawals and demure looks cast through 
downcast eyes. The delicious feel of the feminine form in our arms keeps us moving in sync, 
motivating us with the promise of pleasures to come; promises that may or may not be kept. 


The dizzying tempo rarely slows, twirling and spinning, moving faster and faster until the faces 
in the crowd meld into one blurred image and you would give anything to stop - to just stop and 
breathe. There are only so many turns around the ballroom floor a man can take before he's 
finally forced to call a halt to the music. 


When | saw Padme had activated the lock on her cabin door as if nothing had changed, as if the 
events of the afternoon had never happened, as if she had never admitted she wanted me, as if 
she hadn't been about to give in; | knew our dance had gone on long enough. 


The code panel's red light mocked me, its slow, steady blink a taunting visual - a cruel jibe 
telling me | was being shut out, pushed away yet again. Push-pull, push-pull, this emotional tug 
of war had to stop. I'd been under the impression she'd finally come to accept that nothing 
would keep me from her but I'd obviously underestimated the depth of her awareness. 


Initially, I'd been amused to realize Padme thought a coded lock could stop me from entering 
her room. Whether she was going to sleep, to change clothes, or attend to her hair, she never 
neglected to secure the door behind her. The almost frantic way she tapped in the code belied 
the studied casualness she tried to affect and on several occasions I'd had to bite my tongue to 
keep from laughing out loud at her little performance. 


She was so incredibly trusting even after all I'd put her through. 


Didn't she realize | could feel the constant conflict raging within her; the longing to give in 
warring with her sense of duty and decency? In order to cope with her traitorous desires, Padme 
let herself labor under the misguided belief she was protecting herself by trying to keep me ata 
distance, utterly refusing to recognize the truth, that she was afraid to face temptation; afraid if 
confronted in such an intimate setting her body would betray her. 


Her fear was justified; her body would turn against her, just as it had done on every occasion 
where I'd taken her in my arms. 
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The intelligent and widely respected senator who'd courageously faced down some of the most 
despicable politicians in the senate, who had refused to back down from villains like Nute 
Gunray, lacked that innate ability to honestly examine her own motivating behavior in matters of 
the heart. If there was a galactic crisis nobody could be more relied upon to remain level- 
headed and calm but when it came to her personal life it was a different story entirely. 


| didn't dare examine my theory too closely. Admitting to myself that | was almost solely 
responsible for her tumultuous frame of mind would've led me to places | couldn't go, not if | 
wanted to continue on the path I'd chosen when | was nine. Or had the path chosen me? 


| shrugged off that thought. It hardly mattered. The self-control Padme prized so highly had 
slipped again that afternoon and she'd been on the verge of succumbing. The shock and 
embarrassment at being caught caressing me while I'd slept had knocked her further off 
balance and she'd been teetering on the edge of surrender. | knew in my heart if I'd had justa 
little more time | would've had my 'yes'. In fact | was absolutely sure of it. 


An angry grumble of discontent rose from my chest. | could still see the surrender darkening 
those beautiful eyes seconds before we were interrupted by that damned message from my 
Master. If | hadn't known any better, | might've suspected Obi Wan of engineering the ill-timed 
summons. But even Jedi Knights have their limits. 


My mouth quirked into a half smile which faded almost immediately. Padme could be so obtuse 
at times. There was one reason, and one reason only as to why | hadn't availed myself of my 
mechanical skills to enter her room uninvited. And that was simply because it had suited me not 
to disillusion her, to not let her know how vulnerable she really was. 


Perhaps that had been a miscalculation on my part. Maybe if | had gone to her that first night | 
would've been spared having to endure this unnatural state of sexual frustration or of having to 
stand idly by while Padme put on that maddening display with Benor. One thing was sure, if 
she'd pulled that little stunt under those changed circumstances our rendezvous in the alcove 
would've ended far differently. 


The heart-stopping visual of taking Padme against the hard metal wall filled my head. | could so 
easily imagine the feel of her body writhing against mine, her fingers digging into the muscles of 
my back, her gasps of pleasure as | plundered her body again and again. In an instant | knew 
when the time came, | would have her against the nearest wall - like | would've done had it not 
been for Obi Wan's insistence on an immediate conference. He'd shown a remarkable lack of 
appreciation for the patience he was always going on and on about. 


"Typical." | muttered under my breath. 


Memories of what my Master had unwittingly interrupted assailed me and | swallowed hard as a 
fresh wave of desire ran through me, warming my blood like the effects of some potent and 
intoxicating liquor. | closed my eyes under the barrage of erotic recollections that made my body 
harden with startling soeed. Padme had come to me despite the cruel things my anger had 
driven me to Say. 


Warmth curled in the pit of my stomach. The unexpected feel of fingertips gently brushing over 


the flesh of my abdomen and the delicate caress of a small hand sliding inside the opening of 
my loosened tunic had roused me from my sleep. Only my Jedi training had kept me from giving 
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away my surprise at finding Padme kneeling at my side, her eyes glowing with unfettered desire 
as they intently followed the path her hand was traveling. 


Beneath lowered lashes I'd watched her, taking in the uneven breathing through softly parted 
lips, the hectic color of her cheeks and the way her chest rose and fell in rapid succession. It 
was the first time she'd initiated such contact without being prompted by some action on my 

part. The fact that it hadn't been wrung out of her at my instigation made it all the more sweet. 


{Padme} 


| wasn't entirely sure whether | actually spoke her name out loud or if it merely sounded in my 
head. | pressed a hand to the door separating us, concentrating on the ebb and flow of her 
Force signature as it blanketed me, soothing my ragged nerves but in no way negating the 
powerful hunger gnawing away at my insides. 


Padme had been just seconds away from capitulation when that mealy-mouthed officer 
interrupted with the summons from Obi Wan. Our tentative connection, that precarious bond 
forged by my sweat and tears, by my love, had broken. With insulting speed, she'd backed 
away from me as if | were a loathsome Hutt, her earlier admittance that she wanted me 
seemingly forgotten. The look that came to her eyes when she realized what she'd almost 
admitted sent a quiver of anger shooting through me. Why wouldn't she just submit? 


To add insult to injury, I'd sensed her yearning hope that my Master had returned to the ship. 
Her human shield, | thought contemptuously. She actually thought the supposed arrival of Obi 
Wan changed things, meant that everything was over? As if I'd ever let us be over, | scoffed, 

and with good reason. 


Just as I'd known would happen, her body turned traitor to her mind for when I'd kissed her 
goodbye, she responded like a woman starved. It had been like holding a live flame in my arms, 
a flame that threatened to burn me from the inside out. Padme had been as caught up in the 
moment as I, for once uncaring of all those excuses she was so fond of trotting out like much 
beloved children. Her eyes had mirrored the promise of more to come and | had pressed the 
issue further. 


{Tee'ana su kom tiya, Padme?} 


And she had said 'yes' in a breathy voice that had sent my pulse soaring. No matter that she 
hadn't really understood the words. | knew she'd understood the meaning behind them and 
she'd replied instantaneously, with no hesitation. The certainty in her voice had spoken 
volumes. 


Everything had changed with that one word from her lips. Yet there | was at her door like some 
street level Coruscant scum begging for scraps from his betters. Several vile curses came to 
mind and | wasn't hesitant at where | directed them. 


It wasn't until the jolt of pain shot through my arm, the aftershock reverberating through muscle 
and bone, that | realized my fist had impacted with the unforgiving surface of the wall, missing 
the panel by centimeters. | felt curiously numb as if my ability to feel pain was diminished in the 
face of Padme's continued rebelliousness and her calculated public flirtation with Benor. 


A muscle in my cheek worked furiously. | glared back at the methodically winking red light as if it 
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alone were to blame for my misfortune. | was sick to death of moving one step forward only to 
be forced two steps back. Any humor I'd harbored for Padme's nave belief in the sanctity of her 
cabin and her misguided faith in the coded lock vanished like a Corellian from an honest sabaac 
game. Standing outside her door, theoretically barred from her room - from her - it was no 
longer remotely humorous by any stretch of the imagination. 


It hadn't been that long ago I'd told her I'd given up trying to argue with her. What a bold faced 
lie that had been. Her willingness to defy the Council to rescue Obi Wan, her stubborn refusal to 
back down from her pacifist stance in the face of numerous assassination attempts, and the 
courage she'd shown in turning down Dooku's offer were reactions | understood and admired. 
But her continued defiance of what | wanted, what | knew was best for us, was 
incomprehensible and not something | was willing to stomach a minute longer. 


Deft fingers flew over the keypad, easily finding the required pattern of numbers needed to 
override the security code meant to keep me from Padme's inner sanctum. If | had to keep her a 
prisoner in her cabin until she agreed to be my wife, | would do it, | thought grimly. With each 
touch on the keypad | felt time slipping through my fingers, all the lost opportunities rising up to 
worry my mind. | pushed past the weariness, cresting the hill to slide down the side of 
temptation where | could wallow in wicked sin. 


The panel gave a low beep. The light changed from red to green and then the door was silently 
sliding open to reveal a room cloaked in the night cycle's dim light. | paused, taking a moment to 
just savor the faint and tantalizing scent she wore as it wafted by in the door's wake. A brief 
moment of unfamiliar contentment came over me while | listened to the sound of Padme's soft 
rhythmic breathing. It called to me, enticing me to move closer. Without bothering to secure the 
door behind me, | crossed the threshold and stalked towards the bed where Padme lay 
oblivious to the predator in her room - a predator who had come to claim what was his. 


| stopped short at the side of her bed and just watched her sleep, letting the ache deep within 
me grow stronger and stronger. Time seemed to sway and shift and for a moment | imagined if | 
looked up | would find we were back in her bedroom on Coruscant. An icy shiver skittered down 
my spine at the frightening memory. I'd been so close to losing her. If | had been just a few 
seconds later the poisonous sting of the kouhuns would have stolen her from me forever. 


With a flash of unwanted insight, | considered the unwelcome thought that perhaps | was a 
bigger threat to her than those creatures had ever been. My insides clenched and churned and 
then | crashed my shields down, forcing that ridiculous idea away. | would never harm Padme. | 
would protect her from anything and anybody, be it assassin or S 


Protect her like you did on Tatooine? An evil voice mocked. Impatiently, | brushed the disturbing 
truth of those words aside only to have the blood freeze in my veins. 


"No matter how hard you try not to, you will lose her." A ghostly voice murmured on a sigh. 

My hand automatically reached for my absent weapon, my entire body stiffening at the 
perceived threat. | knew no one was there, | couldn't detect any other presences through the 
Force ... yet the voice had been so real. Straining my ears, | could detect nog mog more than the 
faint drone of the ship's engines and gradually | relaxed the battle stance my body had assumed 
like second nature. 


Fear, it had been nothing more than my fear of failing. It was always hovering nearby, just 
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waiting to pounce at the first sign of weakness. Sometimes | found myself wondering if it 
wouldn't just be easier to give into it completely. 


A low complaining whimper drew my attention back to Padme. Her head jerked to the side as if 
she were pulling away from something in her dreams and her hand snagged at the sheet like | 
wanted it to do against my skin. A slender arm wrapped itself around her abdomen, an 
instinctive act of protection from whatever disturbed her slumber. 


Touch her, the darkness within urged. Soothe her anxiety away. Take the choice out of her 
hands. Comfort her, it hissed. Only the way it said 'comfort' for some reason made my skin 
crawl with revulsion. 


| tried to shake off my sudden unease. Nevertheless, indecisiveness held me immobile as | 
continued to gaze down at Padme. The restless nature of her slumber was evident by the 
bedclothes that lay in a tangled heap about her feet and | experienced an unexpected twinge of 
guilt at the sight. The murky darkness couldn't quite hide either the tired smudges beneath her 
eyes or the various faded bruises my fingers had left on her arms. 


{Don't make me hurt you} 


The breath caught in my throat as it tightened, the tender lining constricting, burning with bitter 
acid. | looked away from those ugly reminders of how far | was willing to go to obtain my heart 
and concentrated instead on the sleep warmed curves clad in shimmersilk revealed for my 
eyes. No longer constrained by the uncomfortable sensations inspired by the dark, the familiar 
hunger roared back to life like a beast abruptly awakened. Desire thrummed loudly in my veins 
as my avid gaze traveled with slow deliberation from the outlined curve of her hip, over the 
gentle swell of her breasts, to one small hand now curled so innocently on the pillow by the side 
of her head. 


The murky light played tricks on my eyes, casting shadows across her delicate features and 
turning her from the adult she was back to the fourteen year old girl she'd been. | almost turned 
and left her then; my concern for her welfare temporarily gaining the upper hand. But when was 
| ever one to ignore a gods given opportunity? I'm nothing if not predictable, at least when it 
came to my weakness for Padme. 


The dark voice | seemed to be listening to more and more often murmured louder, its tone 
insinuating in my ear like the hiss of a slithering serpent. It overrode any objections before they 
could form into cohesive thought or worse, action. 

Look at her, the voice rasped, so vulnerable, so sweet and so very, very tempting. She belongs 
to you; she's always belonged to you. After what she's put you through with that captain, don't 
you deserve this? 

{Yours, Anakin. Always yours} 


"Yes." | whispered aloud, drawing the one syllable word out until it resembled the voice in my 
head that was always urging me on. 


‘Always yours.’ Those had been her very words and she couldn't just take them back as if they'd 
never been said. | wouldn't let her. It wasn't fair to expect me to do so! 
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| sat down on the bed and carefully settled myself against the padded headboard. My eyes felt 
as if they were burning in their sockets as they roved over the sultry curves on display, the 
flawless creamy skin, and the glorious profusion of chocolate curls spilling over her shoulders 
and pillow. My heart flipped at the erotic sight and the last vestiges of hesitation melted away. 


It was a hand shaking with impossible need that reached out to caress her cheek. Sleep would 
have to wait for us both. It was time to settle the matter that lay between us once and for all. 


Checkmate 
"Il wooed thee with my sword, 
And won thy love, doing thee injuries; 
But | will wed thee in another key..." 


William Shakespeare 


//Anakin// 


A strangled moan escaped me, my whispered name resounding through the Force, caressing 
my mind with a gentle hand. It was the first time Padme had voluntarily used our connection to 
speak to me. | lifted my head from where my lips and tongue had been soothing the broken skin 
at the base of her throat. My stomach was slick from the unexpected climax my savage love bite 
had pulled from her untutored body moments earlier. The implications of her response sent a 
tremor of need and lust spiraling downwards straight to my throbbing groin. 


Padme's eyelids fluttered shut under the weight of impending surrender. A soft sigh sounded 
and her head dipped down as if in defeated prayer. When next she looked up there was a 
desperate, almost hysterical gleam lighting the brown depths of her eyes. Our gazes held, an 
unspoken message passing between us, and then her shaking hands moved to take possession 
of my Padawan braid and ponytail in a tight grip. 


There were so many emotions reflected back at me as | drowned in her liquid gaze; regret, 
arousal, love, and a type of resigned acceptance. The deep and passionate love | felt for her 
took my breath away and robbed me of every coherent thought but one. Padme was mine, truly 
mine. 


Using her hold in my hair as leverage she slid her body up, the silky material of her gown 
rubbing sensuously over my barred chest, hardening my nipples and more. Padme tugged my 
head back sharpl she she was looking down on my face. The new position meant that my 
hardened arousal was poised at her entrance, something that would be difficult to ignore for 
long. 


Warm hands slid to cradle either side of my head. A sad but sweet smile played on her lips as 


her eyes wandered over the planes of my face made stark by want. She was so beautiful with 
her hair in wild disarray and her eyes dark with ardor. | could feel every tremble; every labored 
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breath of her body like it was my own. 
And then she spoke. 


To my shock and growing delight she used the language of my childhood, sounding as if she 
had spoken it all of her life. 


“Tee'ana et na loska mil tu'et." Padme said in a low voice raw with emotion, ripping away all of 
my defenses and stripping me of any semblance of restraint or control. 


She had no idea of the blatant sexuality those words held and her innocent use of them was my 
undoing. 


It was a growl of pure lust that roared up from my lungs, hunger and desire exploding in my 
chest, igniting my veins with liquid fire. The wine-sweet taste of triumph chased the last lingering 
remnants of possible failure from my tongue. My entire body shook with the concerted effort it 
took to hold back for the few seconds necessary to respond. A flash of fear and apprehension 
mixed with excitement leapt into her chocolate eyes. 


"Bey ni ma'hal su no'le re't." | hissed through tightly clenched teeth and then violently surged 
upwards; plunging into her tight, wet core, sheathing myself deep inside, driving Padme back 
against the wall with brutal force. 


{Tell me you want this. Tell me you want this as much as | do} 
(Yes, please} 


It had been just over a week but it felt like a lifetime since | was cradled within her tight walls. 
The brazen rock of her hips, the wanton invitation, incited me to set a punishing but exquisite 
pace. | crushed her against the wall, driving myself into her core, invading her body relentlessly. 
Every hard thrust sent her back into the wall, savage want pushing aside all gentleness. The 
needy moans of pleasure torn from her were music to my ears and | answered with my own low 
hungry moans. 


A growing ecstasy, intense and raw, sang along every nerve within my body. It was heaven, it 
was bliss - it was everything | ever wanted to feel or be. It was a joyous sense of belonging that 
| hadn't felt since leaving home all those years ago. | watched Padme lose herself in the rapture 
of our bodies moving together in the dance to which | had no desire to ever put a stop. Every 
expression that flitted across her face fed the insatiable animal that needed to take everything 
from her and give everything of me back. 


Cheeks flushed, lips swollen and red from my kisses and the sweet breath that came out in 
harsh little puffs of air; all completed the beautiful scene of abandonment before me. | was filled 
with a indescribable sense of possessive pride, of satisfaction at the sight. | was responsible for 
her wanton pleasure, Anakin, the slave from Tatooine. 


A flicker of unease sizzled along my spine. I'd always hated the fact | had been a slave, a 
possession, that | had been owned like an inanimate object. Yet suddenly | knew that Padme 
owned me, body and soul, whether she knew it or not. She'd possessed me the moment she 
walked into Watto's shop and even if | wanted to, there was absolutely nothing | could do about 
it. A wave of almost peaceful acceptance washed over me with that realization. Padme was my 
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master and | was hers. 


A deep guttural noise sounded from the back of my throat and then | drove my mouth into hers 
hard, crushing her softness, slanting my lips across hers, and devouring her very breath. | 
kissed her with a brutal thoroughness that pulled muffled cries of passion from her and, through 
it all, she responded in kind. My tongue swept across the sweet interior of her mouth, delving 
and plunging, meeting and mating with Padme's as we each tried to draw the other just a little 
bit closer. 


| wanted everything, all of her. | wanted that piece of herself she'd always held back from me 
despite her claims of love. Padme's mewling helpless cries were driving me mad, building the 
heat and hunger to an unbearable degree. | reveled in the sweet taste of victory. She had 
yielded to me and was meeting every nibble, every caress, every tongue flicker, measure for 
measure. 


Dragging my lips away, | tasted the salty dampness of her heated skin as | moved in a frenzy 
over the firm line of her jaw and down her arched neck. | savored every centimeter of warm 
flesh using my teeth, lips and tongue like a sexual weapon in order to take her higher. The 
sound of my name repeated between harsh breaths like an incantation burned its way into my 
heart. | was determined to hear her scream with pleasure, to feel her body stiffen and bow 
against mine as she rode out the crashing waves of her climax. 


Padme's sharp teeth nipped at my ear lobe, her hot breath sent shudders down my spine. | felt 
her inner muscles clench around me and knew it was somehow both too soon and not soon 
enough. The heady scent of arousal filled my senses, the sound our bodies made fueled the 
raging inferno and it was all | could do to stop myself from taking the action my body was 
screaming out for. 


The rasp of her nightgown against my skin was no longer pleasurable. | needed to feel her 
naked flesh against me, to feel the friction of our sweat slicked skin as Padme undulated against 
and around me. | forced her arms up so | could divest her of the offending garment, yanking the 
gown over her head to reveal taut breasts that bounced with the force of my every thrust. A 
whispered 'please' rushed past Padme's lips and | complied, capturing one puckered nipple in 
my mouth, using my tongue and teeth to torment her. 


The taste of her was like sunshine and air, like fresh rain on green grass, like a spring breeze 
that held an illusive hint of honey and vanilla. | was ravenous for her and only the suckling of her 
heated flesh could satisfy my cravings. 


Padme's frenzied responses to our wild mating inflamed me. Her nails were raking my 
shoulders and back and when she could get close enough her mouth roamed over my face and 
neck to plant hot, wet kisses and licks, the heat of her breath against my skin overwhelming me. 
The sensations her mouth and tongue invoked spoke of all the pent up hunger and frustration 
we had been forced to endure. 


This was the response I'd known she was capable of, that I'd known she would give me if | 
never relented in my pursuit. 


//Den il na kile'ah su nom teir// 


| whispered the ancient words in her head, letting them mesmerize and seduce her further. One 
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day | might tell her what they meant but until that time | enjoyed the mystery, the power that the 
secret words held. 


The intimate center of her body began to contract more insistently, tightening around me in an 
intoxicating rhythm | wished could go on forever and ever. | slowed the tempo trying to delay the 
moment as long as possible. Padme was begging to be shattered, her hands pulling at my hair 
and neck imploringly. Gods, | loved to hear her beg me for her release. It was in every dream, 
every fantasy I'd ever had. The words I'd spoken to her in the meadow when I'd held her pinned 
beneath me had been truer than I'd ever realized. 


Padme was precariously close to the edge and | wanted to watch her fall, to come undone while 
| continued to pump inside her tight, wet depths. | pulled her legs up higher at my sides, angling 
every stroke to go deeper than the last. If | could have managed it, | would have crawled inside 
her, my need for her was that intense. Against me her body began to tremble and her breathing 
changed, coming in short, shallow gasps, which were almost sobs. | knew | couldn't keep her 
balancing on the razor's edge any longer. 


"Now, Padme, | want to watch you." | demanded roughly, giving her no choice in the matter as | 
hit her secret spot repeatedly. 


On cue, her muscles contracted violently, working furiously to milk me with delicious pressure. 
Padme shuddered and thrashed, her screams of pleasure tumbling from her lips as she gave 
herself over to the throws of rapture. The effort of holding myself in check drew forth beads of 
moisture that trickled down my face and stung my eyes. 


With a last cry of my name, she collapsed against me, her arms wound tightly about my neck 
and her damp face hidden in the crook of my shoulder. Padme was holding on for dear life as 
my own release reached its pinnacle with such force my vision tunneled and for a moment | saw 
a field of stars. 


We fell back against the wall as | pounded into her willing flesh with bruising force. Padme, my 
enchantress, drew me in, sucking me down into the whirling vortex of my climax where it was 
my turn to shatter. | cried Padme's name in a voice so hoarse with passion it was 
unrecognizable to my own ears. There was a rush of heat and then | was losing myself in the 
primal satisfaction of spilling my hot seed into her core as | climaxed harder than I'd ever done 
in my life. 


Just as | thought it was over, Padme surprised me by suddenly convulsing again, her body 
jerking as it instinctively worked to draw every last drop from me. Heavy strands of hair stuck to 
her glistening face while eyes glazed and unfocused bore into mine. Then Padme gave one last 
cry and | felt the sharp bite of her nails down my chest as she reflexively sought purchase in an 
effort to hold onto consciousness. Shuddering tremors continued to sweep through her slender 
frame and then she once more sank tiredly against me. 


Dizziness hit me like a hot, heavy wave and | flung my head back, sucking in deep breaths of 
air, trying to make up in a few seconds for what seemed like a lifetime's deprivation. Both of us 
were still shaking from our explosive coupling when Padme groggily raised her head. | didn't 
look down into her upturned face for fear the dizziness might return but | felt her eyes stroke my 
face like a physical touch. 


Our labored breathing and the pounding of my heart pumping blood at a furious pace roared in 
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my ears. A stinging throb started up from where Padme had used my chest like a scratching 
post and | winced. | wasn't sure if it was blood or sweat that was beginning a slow slide from the 
painful furrow and | didn't care. Love bites and scratches were like badges of honor and l..... 


{Oh, gods. } 


All thoughts dissolved in a sudden breath-stopping moment, disappearing like smoke in the 
wind. Padme's warm tongue lapped gently at the abraded flesh, working the pointed tip to 
soothe the wound as | had done to the one I'd inflicted upon her. The muscles in my chest 
clenched and bunched beneath the touch of her mouth and the small smooth hands gliding with 
shy sensuality over my slick skin. 


It was too much and not enough, it never was with Padme, and a sound half way between a 
groan and a growl sounded from me. | whispered her name with awed wonder and wrapped my 
arms around her, holding her close; suddenly afraid if | didn't hold on tight enough she would 
disappear and this would all turn out to be a dream. 


//Mine, Padme. Never forget that// 


On one level at least, | lost the fight. A tired sigh accompanied the warm exhalation of air that 
tickled across my chest and seconds later Padme went limp in my arms as sleep overtook her. 
Despite my own exhaustion | continued to stand there, too weak to move away from the wall 
supporting us both without fear of collapse. My fingers played in her tangled hair, stroking the 
silky cloud, smoothing it down so it blanketed her back. 


| smiled against her head before placing a kiss at her crown. Inhaling the fragrance that clung to 
her hair and skin, letting it chase the things that lurked in my head back to their corners, the 
thought crossed my mind that if it weren't for the promise of more to come, | could have died 
then a happy and contented man. 


//\ love you// 


Padme stirred against me, the cool air of the cabin sending a delicate shiver through her and | 
had to fight off my own chill as the sheen of sweat from our exertions rapidly dried. Gathering 
my strength, | carried the sleeping girl to the bed we'd abandoned at my whim and carefully laid 
her down before slipping in next to her. 


| hadn't actually lain with Padme since waking next to her on the garage floor and | intended to 
savor every moment. | pulled her unresisting body into mine, wrapping an arm around her waist, 
sliding my hand over the curve of her hip to spread my palm flat against the soft skin of her 
belly. The comforting sense of the 'rightness' of it all lulled me, luring me closer to the edge of 
sleep while my body conformed to Padme's soft contours. | rested my chin on top of the head 
tucked beneath and closed my eyes, enjoying the silky texture of her hair rubbing against my 
skin. 


The future stirred, giving the gift of a promise. 
{Padme .. say you'll marry me} 
When next we woke she would say yes. | knew it. | tasted it. | held it in my hands and pressed it 


to the beating heart | had given over to Padme for safekeeping ten years previous. 
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{Yes, Anakin, | will} 


A Dangerous Interlude 
"Can you breathe, my Princess? 
! know you cannot. 
You are overwhelmed 
By the most wicked of Thoughts, 
On fire with carnal ravage." 


Greg Phillips 


Padme was nowhere to be found and the edges of my control were rapidly fraying like a banner 
in a Tatooine sandstorm. Soon there would be nothing left but my tattered and faded remains 
fluttering in the hot wind. 


| was sure I'd been to every conceivable place aboard the Coruscant's Pride where she could 
possibly be skulking. I'd checked and rechecked the stateroom, the library, I'd even been to the 
bridge - nothing! | was growing increasingly impatient and edgy, prowling the ship like a restless 
animal too long caged. | couldn't help but worry that she might be on the verge of changing her 
mind, that ultimately she still might reject me despite her acceptance of my suit. Why should | 
have supposed that once I'd secured Padme's acceptance my mind could be put at ease? 
Resentment flared. | was not used to being so unsure of myself, so uncertain, and | found 
myself laying the blame for my unnerving state at the cause's door. 


My renewed insecurities were exacerbated by the unwelcome change in our present 
circumstances. The situation I'd feared for three days had finally come to pass, Obi Wan had 
returned and | no longer had exclusive rights to Padme. And not only that, further intimacy was 
damn near impossible with a Jedi Knight breathing down my neck. His intrusive presence had 
already severely reduced our alone time, and this in turn threatened to compromise my ability to 
maintain the level of influence | held over her. That Padme was bothered by Obi Wan's 
suspicions was obvious and her innate honest nature seemed all too likely to rebel against the 
necessary lies we would be forced to live. This made it imperative that | keep a close eye on her 
until after we were safely wed. 


Obi Wan's stern visage floated before me. In my mind's eye, | saw him, arms folded across his 
chest and the all too familiar look on his face that spoke of long suffering from dealing with the 
trials and tribulations of his difficult Padawan. I'd seen that face almost everyday for the past ten 
years and it outnumbered by far the expressions of approval | secretly longed for. Obi Wan was 
the closest I'd ever come to having a father. Wasn't it natural for the son to defy the father from 
time to time? You would think he could be a little more understanding, goaded the ever present 
voice in my head. 
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| ground my teeth together in frustration. Why was it that my Master's name seemed to crop up 
every time something went wrong in my life? He was the one holding me back, the one who told 
the Council | wasn't ready for my trials, the one who had told me that my vision foretelling of my 
mother's murder was just "a dream". And now he was interfering between me and Padme. 
Would she still see Obi Wan as her shield? Was she at that very moment planning on using him 
as her last chance to avoid keeping her promise? My stomach heaved at the hideous thought 
and | was glad I'd eaten little at my last meal. 


The muffled echoes of marching feet sounded like distant thunder in the long corridor. The 
increase in troop activity had coincided with Obi Wan's return but their numbers were still far 
smaller than what could be found on the other remaining ships. | viciously kicked an imaginary 
stone out of my way, sending a lone ensign scurrying nervously about his business. | stared 
after him, an expression of discontent washing over my face. It didn't help matters that | hadn't 
seen her since we'd lunched together - since all three of us had lunched together, | amended 
with a grimace. 


My lips twisted at the memory. The strained atmosphere had hardly lent itself to eating but we'd 
made a valiant effort for Obi Wan's benefit. Neither of us had much of an appetite, which was 
surprising really when you conred red the amount of energy we'd expended in the previous 
twenty four hours. The task of appearing normal had been made even more difficult by the 
constant reminder of the forbidden that lay right in front of us. 


It was not easy keeping the satisfied smirk off my face or the rosy glow of embarrassment from 
Padme's cheeks while we shared a meal with my Master at the very dining table where, at my 
instigation, the morning meal had ended in a passionate lovemaking session. 


We'd barely been half way through breakfast when | impetuously decided the table top could be 
used for other, more interesting activities. With an impatient sweep of one arm, I'd sent the 
mostly full plates and glasses to the floor, startling Padme, who jumped up, her face reflecting 
her uncomprehending bemusement at my reckless action. 


Remembered humor quirked the corners of my mouth into a semblance of a smile. Padme had 
been prudishly shocked at both the timing and the fact that, despite our fierce and frequent 
couplings throughout the night, my ardor could still be raging unabated. 


"But Anakin, it is eight in the morning!" She protested with the air of a bewildered innocent. Her 
face was a study in outraged sensibility as she tried unsuccessfully to bat my hands away. 


| snorted in amusement at her naivet; as if | would allow the time of day to dictate where and 
when we could love. 


"It's nighttime somewhere in the universe." | answered with a wicked grin. 


Seconds later, with all impediments flung to the floor, my eager hands had finally succeeded in 
overcoming her half-hearted struggles and | lifted her by her waist to sit at the table's edge. 


"Someday," Padme added rather breathlessly as | pushed the hem of her nightgown up her 
thighs and my lips began a slow exploration of the delicate skin below her jaw. "You will have to 
tell me what exactly you have against the bed." 


After that there were no more intelligible words uttered from her that weren't either vocal 
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entreaties to the gods or the calling of my name. 


Thank the Force the service droid had been quick to clear the mess. By the time of Obi Wan's 
unexpected arrival - | still wasn't quite sure how I'd failed to detect him before he walked in on 
the middle of my meditation - all incriminating and difficult to explain evidence had long since 
been removed. Only the delightful memories remained to warm my heart and make Padme 
fidget uncomfortably in her chair under Obi Wan's increasingly perplexed gaze. Padme's 
discomfort brought out the devil in me and whenever my Master wasn't looking, | would shoot 
her the lewdest, most suggestive looks possible. 


My shin still throbbed painfully from where she'd kicked me one too many times to count, first in 
warning and then in pay back for my offhand comment that the table seemed rather wobbly. But 
it had been worth the bruise just to watch her struggle to maintain polite conversation while 
erotic memories played out in her head. 


| drew a deep breath as a rush of need sluiced through me. The blood in my veins instantly 
quickened and my heart began a furious staccato pounding. | shrugged my shoulders in 
irritation, my clothes suddenly felt too small; the normally comfortable material seeming 
unpleasantly restrictive as if | had gone through another growth spurt in the space of a few 
seconds. 


It was a new experience for me, this rampant feeling of commingled lust and love, this burning 
passion that raged in my heart and mind. Never had | desired anyone the way | desired Padme. 
The constant want and need never seemed to wane, never seemed to be assuaged. All it took 
was a glance, a soft smile, the sound of her musical laughter and arousal would hit me with all 
the force of an attacking gundark. And afterwards, when | should've been unconscious from the 
intense pleasure, impossibly | would feel the unmistakable stirrings of need once more. 


| simply couldn't get enough of her and | wouldn't have it any other way, | considered, before 
letting my mind turn back to the pressing matter at hand. Where was she? 


It had been immediately after our rather disturbing meal that Padme had pulled her 
disappearing act. Obi Wan accepted her ever ready excuse of urgent senatorial business 
without question. In fact there'd been a decided air of relief about him at her impending absence 
and in light of the earlier heated exchange between the senator and the Jedi, it was hardly 
surprising. 


A wide smile laced with amusement and just a little self-righteous spite creased my face as | 
relived the unforgettable memory of seeing my Master finally meet his match. Impatience and 
arrogance may have been my problems but stubbornness and the need to rigidly follow protocol 
was Obi Wan's. 


Padme's adamant insistence that she be allowed to return immediately to Naboo had not been 
received favorably. Recognizing the signs indicating the irresistible force was about to meet the 
immovable object, | wisely stepped back from the impending fray. Standing just behind my 
Master, | listened with poorly disguised glee while Padme argued for almost a half hour with the 
increasingly irritated Jedi Knight. Several times she caught me rolling my eyes at her behind Obi 
Wan's back and she would shoot me a silent warning without missing a beat. The words 
‘pehave' were as clear and unmistakable as if she'd said them aloud. 


Their courteous but stilted debate continued on, each stubbornly refusing to come to terms, until 
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Padme was finally forced to use her political pull. Her threat to take the matter up with the 
chancellor via the Holonet was her trump sabaac card and it forced Obi Wan's hand beautifully. 
The Jedi Order had no real jurisdiction over Padme, or any senator for that matter, but there 
was still the original mandate that was meant to protect her from further assassination attempts 
to be considered. We'd both been counting on that very order given to the Jedi Council by the 
chancellor himself to push Obi Wan into the direction we wanted and we weren't disappointed. 


My master spoke slowly, choosing the words acknowledging his defeat with the utmost care. 
Displeasure at having his authority usurped radiated from every pore and shone in every 
disapproving line of his face and body. 


"I'm afraid you will not be able to travel alone. The original order from the chancellor still stands 
and until | hear otherwise, milady, you are still under the protection of the Jedi." 


My entire body tensed in anticipation as | waited for his next words. 


"Anakin will escort you home safely and then return immediately to Coruscant." He said with 
uncharacteristic ill grace. 


It was clear from both his sour expression and tone that it wasn't what he wanted but faced with 
the fact that Padme was a free citizen, and one with her own ship on hand, he didn't have much 
choice - especially seeing as there was no one else capable or available for the assignment. 
The ranks of the Jedi Order had suffered a devastating loss on Geonosis and with war declared, 
no knight could be spared to play protector to a senator from a small planet. But | was still a 
Padawan and therefore the lowly but necessary duty automatically fell to me. 


If we didn't give Obi Wan cause to change his mind. 


To my ears, Padme's polite acquiescence held just the right note of grudging acceptance and 
detachment. A little too convincing for my frame of mind but | was hardly in the position to 
protest. After a long moment in which Obi Wan seemed to be weighing her words for sincerity, 
he gave a bow that was so curt it bordered on rude. I'd had to work quickly to disguise the flair 
of anger that lit my eyes at the perceived insult. None of which made the meal that followed any 
less tense. Still, she didn't have to leave without even a backward glance, | grumbled sullenly to 
myself. 


The rest of my afternoon had been spent in mind numbingly boring, and pointless in my 
unasked for opinion, lessons that I'd done a thousand times before. | glumly imagined the Jedi 
had been boring their Padawans in much the same manner for eons. The words ‘tradition’ and 
‘torture’ were rapidly becoming synonymous to my way of thinking. 


Hours passed as | was put through my paces with exacting precision; hours that | desperately 
wanted to be spending with Padme. It had taken every last ounce of concentration to keep my 
impatience from getting the better of me. | knew, as did Padme, that we had to remain above 
suspicion if the concession she had fought for and won was to stand. Even so, | chaffed at 
being kept from her, resenting deeply every single second denied. 


It was only when urgent matters on the bridge arose that | was fin all allowed to escape, and 
even then it was only under the misleading supposition that | was going to practice my 
lightsaber drills. But following through with the exercises was the furthest thing from my mind as 
| made my getaway. | had no intention of doing anything other than finding Padme and 
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reassuring myself that all was well. Our secret betrothal was still too new for me to be entirely 
comfortable with letting her out of my sight for long. Gods, | would breathe so much easier once 
the vows were said. 


| glared at the empty stretch of corridor | found myself in. 


Where in Sith's hell was she?! 
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Chapter 6: The End 4a 
Why is it that when you are searching for something lost, it's always in the last place you look? 


After wandering the ship for what felt like days and with my disposition growing more and more 
agitated, | finally located Padme in one of the handful of small, private viewing stations designed 
with the purpose of impressing future visiting dignitaries, or possibly entertaining guests of the 
government. It wasn't the first time I'd been there. A few hours before | was officially released 
from the medical ward, Obi Wan had brought me there to privately discuss all that had 
transpired since we'd seen each other on Coruscant. Before we parted company again, he to 
find Padme and | back to the sick bay for my final med-scan, my Master suggested | use one of 
the rooms for my daily meditations. Doubtless, he thought | might be distracted in the stateroom 
with a certain senator nearby. 


Sometimes Obi Wan actually understood me. 


The soft carpet beneath my feet masked my footsteps as | bypassed rooms | knew were empty 
without even having to look. The restricted area through which | was moving was accessed from 
a private corridor and was off limits to anyone but officers and guests of the Republic. From that 
corridor several smaller hallways branched off, with each leading to its own separate viewing 
room. | supposed the arrangement of multiple rooms was intended to allow several different 
groups to be accommodated at the same time and thus keep potential culture clashes to a 
minimum. It was a consideration that would likely come in handy with the galactic war we were 
far from. 


Padme had chosen the room furthest from the main door, probably in some subconscious hope 
that a minor difference in distances would somehow keep me from finding her. Having Obi Wan 
back on board had made her ridiculously skittish. 1, on the other hand, wasn't nearly as self- 
conscious as | was frustrated. After just a few hours apart | needed to be with her, | needed to 
bathe in the reality that she was truly mine. 


| needed my fix. 
| rounded the wall that served to block the room's interior from the hallway, designed to allow 


the occupants a degree of privacy | imagined, and gave the area a quick once over. It was the 
largest of all the stations but otherwise similar to the others in every way. 
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The room was designed on a curve with comfortable but militaristic high backed chairs and 
couches arranged in a multi rowed semi-circle, rather like a theater. Every seat was positioned 
to take advantage of the room's dramatic focal point, the floor to ceiling viewing port that laid the 
vast reaches of space at the viewers feet like some gigantic black carpet set with thousands of 
twinkling jewels. 


The ship's designers had purposely left the rooms without the availability of artificial light so the 
breathtaking vista would never lose its place on center stage. My eyes immediately searched for 
and found the figure standing motionless in front of the expansive port. The tightening in my 
chest and the swell of emotion that accompanied it struck me as it always did when Padme had 
been out of my sight for even the shortest period of time. Would that feeling ever stop? Was it 
possible that a time would come when the sight of her would fail to send electricity humming 
through my body? | hoped not. 


Dwarfed by the huge window she stood in front of, she was leaning forward with her forehead 
resting against the smooth surface and her hands pressed flat at either side of her head. She 
looked for all the universe like a little girl on her first space flight, intent upon seeing as much as 
possible. 


My eyes strayed past her to momentarily take in the star field as the voice of my nine year old 
self whispered in my head. The ghost memory temporarily obliterated the present, taking me 
back to the moment in time when I'd made an impulsive vow to Qui Gon under the night sky. 


{Il want to be the first to see them all} 


| no longer remembered his reply just the soothing rumble of his voice; a voice that had too 
soon been silenced forever. The Jedi Master had saved me from obscurity, had believed in me 
when no one else could be bothered. It was due to his dying wish that Obi Wan had been forced 
to take me on as a Padawan. Familiar regret at what might have been tasted bitter in my mouth. 


Shaking off the past with effort, | shifted my gaze back to Padme. As spectacular as the view 
was and as strong a grasp as the past seemed to have over me, neither could successfully hold 
my attention the way Padme did. 


My eyes once again alighted on the girl who would soon be my wife, lovingly tracing the familiar 
lines of her body. As if on cue a tremor shook her slender shoulders. Condensation from where 
her breath fogged the glass spoke of how cold it must be standing so close to the icy depths of 
space. Without taking her eyes from the view or giving any visible sign she was aware of my 
presence, she suddenly shattered the stillness. 


"Anakin, you should not be here. Obi Wan is nobody's fool. You know he is just waiting for an 
excuse to find me a different escort or to keep me on board until Coruscant." Padme warned. 


| hated it when she allowed logic to interfere with passion. | had a driving need for her to feel 
everything as intensely as | did, to be as reckless as | was. Illogically, | need her to prove over 
and over that she needed me like air and water. Only then would my constant doubts and 
insecurities be allayed. My mind resided in a fool's paradise. | didn't realize then that marriage 
would actually exacerbate my worries instead of relieving them and any relief would always be 
elusive and transitory. 


"He'll be busy on the bridge for hours and | haven't seen you all afternoon." The last part 
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sounded more plaintive than I'd intended. Clearing my throat, | tried a different tactic. "Besides, 
no one ever comes here ... just like the library." | said meaningfully. 


Padme lifted her head and our gazes met in the reflection of the glass. | stared back at her 
ghostly image, mesmerized by the wealth of emotions flickering in the twin pools of her eyes. A 
soft sigh of exasperation came from her, one that sounded suspiciously like the one my mother 
use to give when | was acting against her wishes. It was an impatient sound tinged with 
reluctant humor. For some reason the maternal reminder didn't bother me as much as it once 
would have done. 


A small, reluctant smile tugged at the corners of the reflection's inviting mouth and then she 
turned to face me. Padme leaned back against the transparent wall that separated us from the 
heavens, her eyes demurely downcast and her hands tucked behind her back. But when the 
shadowed sweep of lashes lifted, there was nothing timid about them. The glow from the 
constant night sky danced in her hair, bringing out deep chestnut highlights that threaded 
themselves amongst the rich brown strands. Bathed in the soft light lent an ethereal quality to 
her shadow-softened features. | couldn't take my eyes off her and my heart skipped a beat 
accordingly. 


"Tell me again, Anakin. Tell me what we are about to do will not destroy us." A sudden tremor 
entered her voice that was at odds with her unconsciously flirtatious body language. "Tell me." 


"It won't, Padme, | swear it." | murmured with conviction | was far from feeling as | closed the 
distance separating us with a few long strides. 


Padme sighed again but this time it was one of surrender. It was the sound someone drowning 
makes seconds before the cold water pulls them under for the last time. The haunting and 
melancholy thought knotted the muscles in my neck and shoulders and a frisson of fear 
slithered down my spine. 


{No matter how hard you try not to, you will lose her} 


| shoved the memory to the back of my mind, ruthlessly forcing the frightening words into the 
gaping jaws of the beast residing there. Its sharp, vicious teeth made short work of its prey 
before it retreated once more to leave me in uneasy peace. 


My hands curved over the soft swell of her hips, tilting them forward to press into mine. The 
alluring fragrance of her body worked its usual magic, with the heat and closeness only 
intensifying my desire. Suddenly, | was reminded of how much time I'd already wasted. 


| captured one of her hands and drew it upwards. Brushing my lips against the inside of her 
wrist, | tasted the beat of her pulse with the tip of my tongue, drawing a sudden shiver from her 
slight frame. The betraying reaction pleased me for some unaccountable reason that | chose not 
to investigate too closely. Instead, | unleashed a slow smile as | scanned her upturned face. 


"Do | frighten you, Padme?" | whispered against the soft skin of her wrist, enjoying the way her 
breath hitched in her throat and the feel of her rapid pulse fluttering wildly against my tongue. 


For a long moment she didn't respond, not because she didn't know how to answer, but 


because it pained her to acknowledge the truth. The poised senator was undone by a man's 
touch and a forbidden touch at that and she didn't like it. 
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"How you make me feel frightens me." Padme admitted finally, forcing the unwelcome 
admission out. 


"How do | make you feel?" | pressed her further. "Tell me.” 


Her fingers curled around my hand and her eyes turned unfathomably dark under the 
continuation of my intense scrutiny. | swear | could hear the blood rushing through her veins and 
the pounding of her heart. 


"You make me feel," Padme whispered. "Everything." 


| inhaled sharply, the heat in her gaze piercing my heart and sending electrical impulses along 
every nerve ending. | placed a swift kiss into the palm of her captured hand and then moved it 
down to lay flat against my chest where | pressed it against the sliver of bare skin exposed by 
the open V of my tunic. 


"Touch me." | ordered in a tone that was like satin wrapped in steel. "Touch me like you did 
when you found me asleep." 


Twin spots of color burned her cheeks and visible tremble ran through her but she didn't try to 
move her hand away. Limpid brown eyes stared up at me uncertainly before darting nervously 
over my shoulder to the empty room behind me. 


"Just a little, then we'll go." | promised her in appeasement. 


Padme dragged her eyes back to regard me with unflattering doubt. Her teeth sank into the soft 
skin of her bottom lip, worrying the tender flesh, and indecision furrowed her brow. | tugged at 
her imprisoned hand causing it to slip past the barrier of material and over my naked flesh. 
Immediately, she dropped her gaze to study with untoward fascination the place where her hand 
disappeared inside my shirt. Padme's breath grew shallow and she stood perfectly still as my 
heart beat steadily beneath her touch. Fear of discovery still warred with what her body wanted 
in a struggle played out through time. An age passed before she finally came to a decision. 


As if spellbound, she reached up with her free hand to carefully pull the sides of my tunic apart 
so it hung open to my waist. Then, after one last indecisive pause, Padme tentatively spread her 
hands against the wall of my chest and smoothed them down my torso. The delicate caress 
sent the blood rushing to my groin with startling speed and | had to grit my teeth to keep from 
crowing in triumph; afraid the sudden noise would startle her like a skittish animal. 


It's amazing what the simple act of touching can achieve in the human body and mind. | 
dropped my head back to stare blindly at the ceiling, reveling in the way Padme was so freely 
exploring me. My breathing grew harsh and staggered under her seductive ministrations. | 
fought for control even as | luxuriated in the way her fingers reverently traced the outline of bone 
and sinew beneath skin, the way she teased my rock hard nipples with the palms of her hands, 
and the way she skimmed her nails over my abdomen just to watch the muscles involuntarily 
recoil. Wherever she touched, she left a path of fire in her wake. 


The rapid pulse beating at the base of my throat drew her fascinated attention next and she 


reached up to run a finger back and forth over it lightly. | exhaled sharply at her touch, my hands 
squeezing her waist. It was a reflective reaction | could not control. 
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Warm breath feathered over my skin and a guttural groan sounded from the back of my throat. It 
wasn't in my nature to stand idly by while the girl | loved was doing such seductive things to me. 
| simply couldn't remain passive a moment longer. My hand left its home at her hip to slide up 
her back and tease the tender skin at the nape of her neck. A sigh of sheer pleasure escaped 
me as | threaded my fingers through the silky mass of curls and tugged her face up to mine. 
Patience had failed me yet again. 


"Don't stop what you're doing." | rasped against her lips before slanting my mouth over hers ina 
fiery kiss. | greedily swallowed the passionate moan that escaped her as | dug my fingers into 
her scalp and hair, ruthlessly tangling them amongst the chocolate strands for better purchase. 


Padme's mouth parted willingly under the insistent pressure from my lips, melting like sugar in 
the rain. Delving inside, | feasted on her sweetness hungrily, devouring her with sweeps of my 
tongue and nipping sharply at her lips. She answered back and soon our tongues were dancing 
and twining with mounting passion. Trapped as her hands were between our bodies, Padme 
attempted to maintain her caresses by sliding down to the flesh of my abdomen and waist. The 
tiny, tortuous circles she drew with the tips of her fingernails sent bolts of desire shooting 
through me and | tightened my grip in her hair, fighting the urge to crush her to the glass wall at 
her back. 


The heated caresses of flesh upon flesh drew forth shudders that shook me from head to toe. | 
was on sensory overload and bitterly regretting my promise to end it after a just a few caresses 
and kisses when Padme deviated from the prescribed plan and unwittingly changed the rules of 
the game dramatically. A worldly woman would have thought twice before throwing down the 
gauntlet, an innocent one didn't know any better. 


Unable to move her hands upward she chose a dangerous alternate course of action. Her 
fingers coasted lower, teasing the skin above my waistband, occasionally dipping just inside to 
skim the hidden flesh with tantalizing promise. My ability to think and reason was fast 
disappearing as Padme continued to play with fire and boldly torment me. Still, she was safe 
enough until she did the unexpected and ran her hand down over the bulge straining against the 
front of my pants. My heart flipped in my chest and my insides turned to liquid as my innocent 
Padme brazenly cupped my hardness with a knowing hand. 


| was strangely torn by the turn of events. On one hand, | relished her initiating such intimate 
contact, taking it as the longed for and constantly craved proof that she wanted me as much as | 
wanted her. Yet on the flip side was the knowledge that | didn't want her to have any more 
control over me than she already did. | wanted the upper hand - | needed the upper hand. | was 
determined that | would always lead in that particular dance. 


Tearing my mouth away, | stared down at her in disbelief. Padme's mouth turned up in a small 
smile of decided feminine triumph. It wasn't a smile | particularly liked. She was exulting in her 
suddenly discovered power over me and | couldn't allow it. That power, so uniquely female, 
threatened me in its defiance - and I'd already had enough defiance from Padme to last me a 
lifetime. 


So disconcerted was | by her unprecedented boldness, | actually found myself preparing the 
words to remind her of my earlier promise call a halt to our tryst. | had no sooner opened my 
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mouth when she brazenly stroked my aroused length through the fabric with deliberate 
provocation, her innocent brown eyes, slumberous with desire, boring into mine. Was that a 
dare | saw there? Did she really think that | could stop now? 


The blood in my veins ignited. The breath hissed in my throat and my nostrils flared with lust. | 
stilled her hand swiftly, cold metal biting into her delicate flesh and bone. Padme had issued a 
challenge, intentional or not, and no man could be blamed for taking it up. 


"Oh, you shouldn't have done that, milady." | muttered thickly, pinning her hands down at her 
sides. "| don't care who walks in, we're finishing what you just started - now." 


Gripping her hard about the waist, | moved swiftly backwards, dragging her with me, using the 
Force as my eyes. Her startled cry at the unexpected move rang in my ears, the meaning 
behind my words breaking through the seductive fug and stirring up misgivings that this was 
neither the proper place nor time. | wasn't about to be reasoned with though. Primal desire had 
taken the reins of control and my body was clamoring for culmination. It was all her fault. 


| sat down swiftly when | reached the couch and temporarily released Padme. Immediately she 
tried to back away but my hand snaked out quickly to seize her about the wrist and keep her in 
place. With my free hand, | patted my leg, indicating | wanted her on my lap. A crooked half 
smile lit my face as | released my hold, my eyes daring her to even think about trying to wiggle 
out of her predicament. 


"Lift up your skirt and straddle me." | said in a smoky voice full of promise. 


My demand was met by a harsh intake of breath and a deeper rush of color, and my piercing 
gaze locked with hers. To my everlasting surprise she actually started to do as | told her. There 
was a glimmer of relief in her eyes as she let go and surrendered control to me. By doing so she 
could later tell herself she'd been seduced into acting so wantonly, that it was my fault. But the 
undeniable truth was that Padme was as addicted to the chase as | was to the hunt. Though if | 
were ever foolish enough to put that thought into words, I'd no doubt she would deny ita 
thousand times over. For someone so opposed to lying, | couldn't help but notice how well 
skilled she was at deceiving herself. 


With shaking hands, Padme began to pull the light material of her dress upwards. She had 
gotten no further than her knees when she abruptly stopped, doubt and her shy nature briefly 
reasserting their power over her. She threw a telltale nervous glance towards the entrance 
behind me, hesitation written across her face as she weighed the possible consequences of our 
being caught in such a compromising situation. Frustration at the delay made my voice gruff 
with emotion. 


"Now, Padme." 
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"Now, Padme." 


With a last uneasy look at the dividing wall separating us from the corridor outside, she 
complied, continuing until she had revealed the creamy skin peeking above the tops of her 
stocking clad legs. | ran my hand up the outside of one thigh and urged her forward with the 
other. Padme slipped onto my lap, her knees sliding seductively along either side of my thighs. 
Her sexual inexperience made her movements awkwardly endearing and | loved it that it was | 
who was initiating her in the ways of love. 


Beneath her voluminous skirt, my hands slipped over her smooth flesh, finding the indentation 
where her waist met her hips and stroking her languidly. She flinched slightly as the cool metal 
digits of my right hand came into contact with her warm flesh. | continued to urge her forward 
until she'd slid the rest of the way up my legs and was hovering just above me. Uncertainty lit 
the brown eyes that were staring into mine; searching, always searching for clues to why | did 
the things | did. My smile of heated promise brought a worried frown to her face and she started 
to glance once more toward the entrance. | whispered her name and then, with no warning, 
slammed her down on top of my hard arousal. Padme gasped and her hands came up to grip 
my arms as | began to grind my hips into hers. 


"Do you feel what you do to me?" | asked in a voice harsh with want. 


Padme's hands moved to clutch at my shoulders, her fingers biting into my flesh through the 
thin fabric of my tunic. 


"Yes." She sighed, her eyes once more locked on me; no longer distracted by the possibility of 
interruption but focused on the sensuous slid of my tongue over the tops of her breasts just 
visible above her neckline. 


A violent shudder ran through her as | ground myself against her sex more firmly. | began to 
guide her hips into a sensuous rocking motion that pulled intoxicating sounds of pleasure from 
her and labored pants from me. It took only a few seconds before she caught her rhythm and no 
longer needed my assistance. | leaned back against the firm cushion, my hands stroking the 
bare skin above the silky stockings, enjoying the different textures of softness beneath my 
fingertips; but relishing so much more the vision of the prim and proper senator undulating on 
top of me like a wanton. 


My eyes roved over her flushed face and parted lips through which harsh little panting breaths 
were sounding. Her eyes were impossibly dark, desire and arousal turning them almost black. It 
took a moment before | realized that Padme had released my shoulders and had grasped the 
back of the couch. She used her new handhold as leverage, increasing the pace of her hips and 
very nearly making me explode right then. 


Our faces were only centimeters apart and | could see her satisfaction at having surprised me 
shining in her eyes. When she pressed herself down and circled her hips with deliberate and 
taunting provocation, | couldn't contain the moan of my own surrender and my fingers dug into 
the soft flesh of her thighs. Force, she was riding me with all the skill of a Coruscant whore. Had 
she done this before? One could engage in this activity from now until the end of time and still 
remain a virgin, the darkness reminded me with a cruel laugh. | tried to block the thought from 
my mind but | kept seeing the events of the bridge play before my eyes. 
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Stop it! Just shut up! | screamed in my head. 


The heat created by the movement of our bodies was magnified by the material tenting over our 
legs. The fabric trapped the growing heat, allowing little chance of escape, and Padme's thighs 
were growing slick with the exertion of the friction. And that wasn't all; | could feel the dampness 
of her excitement as | brushed my thumb over the silky material between her legs. | groaned. 
The material was saturated with her want. If we kept up our increasingly frantic pace, | knew it 
would be over in seconds. 


Renewing my hold on her hips, | forced a slower tempo, prolonging both the moment of contact 
and the times in between. Padme whimpered in frustration, trying to break free of the restraints 
being forced on her and my fingers bit into her flesh in warning, bringing us to a halt. 


"Anakin?" She implored in confusion as her hands dropped back to my shoulders. 
| stopped all further talk with a fierce look of warning. 
//Don't move// 


Padme's eyes widened, sparking with annoyance at what she considered an invasion of her 
privacy, but she wisely remained silent. | slid my hands out from beneath her skirt and brought 
them up to caress her upper arms before gently slipping two fingers under each of the wide 
shoulder straps of her dress. Padme stiffened, shy once more, but the unmistakable command 
in my gaze warned her not to interfere. With a shuddering breath she gave in, relaxing her 
tensed muscles to allow me my pleasure. | continued on, slipping the material over her 
shoulders and down her arms in a slow sensuous slide that teased her bare flesh and drew a 
delicate shiver from her. 


| kept my eyes glued to hers until the material had pooled around her waist, leaving her 
deliciously vulnerable to my attentions. Only then did | allow myself to feast on the sight before 
me, taking my time despite where we were. | traced the swollen curves of her breasts with 
burning eyes and under my attentive gaze her nipples hardened and puckered just for me. | 
lingered on the flat plane of her taut stomach; the creamy skin flushed a rosy pink, mesmerized 
by the way her breasts rose and fell with her every breath. 


Finally, | leaned in and took possession of one tight bud, lightly tonguing it before sucking the 
sweetness into my hungry mouth. Padme's head dropped back, a mewling cry hovering on her 
lips and one hand came up to urge my head closer as | used my teeth and tongue, alternating 
between grazing and flicking the sensitive nipple. My left hand was suddenly seized and 
dragged up to her unattended breast where | needed little encouragement to cup and knead the 
aching flesh or to lightly roll the aroused bud between thumb and forefinger. Ancient instinct 
roared back to life and our hips began that slow, tortuous grind once more. 


Padme began to pull at the edges of my tunic, frantically working to tug it off my shoulders but 
meeting with limited success. Without releasing the hardened peak from the torment of my 
mouth, | joined her in her efforts and we practically tore the garment from my body. The feel of 
her soft hands gliding over me in exploration was intoxicating and a low rumble rose in my 
chest, the sound resonating against the breast | was still intent on suckling. 


Our combined labored breathing was so loud | almost didn't hear the voices in the outside 
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hallway until too late. The instant they registered | took evasive action. In one deft movement, | 
tumbled us quickly to the side so we couldn't be seen from the doorway, letting the high back of 
the couch serving as an effective screen, and then hurriedly clamped my hand over Padme's 
mouth before she could accidentally give away our presence. | held a finger to my lips indicating 
she should be silent but not having heard what | had, she obstinately tried to twist her head to 
free herself. A second later she froze, her eyes widening in stunned panic as the voices made 
themselves known to her. 


My finger was still at my lips and | stared hard at Padme until she finally nodded her 
understanding. Slowly, | eased my hand away, listening as the muffled voices grew more 
distinct. | reached out, testing the interlopers Force signatures and sighed inwardly with relief. 
Neither of the voices belonged to Obi Wan but they were coming closer. 


Fear had tensed both of our bodies and we lay frozen, not daring to move lest we make a sound 
and give ourselves away. | cursed inwardly. Our position couldn't have been any more 
compromising. Most of my body had come to rest atop Padme, though the cushion beneath her 
accepted the brunt of my weight, and we were both naked to the waist. To top it all off, we'd 
maintained much the same position that we'd been in before interrupted. | was still cradled 
between Padme's spread thighs and my hardened erection didn't care that the potential for 
being found out was possibly at hand. 


| was thanking the gods that at least we hadn't progressed to the next step when the voices 
stopped just outside the wall that divided our room from the hall. Propping myself up awkwardly 
on my metal appendage, | cocked my head, straining to make out who the intruders were and, 
now that | knew neither was Obi Wan, what in Sith's hell they were doing there. | automatically 
ran my hand up and down Padme's bare arm in an attempt to alleviate her worry but it was in 
vain for her body remained ridged and unyielding beneath me. 

"What are we doing here?" A bored voice asked. 

"Looking for someone." The other one replied. 

There was something familiar about that second voice, | thought with a frown of puzzlement. 
"Good gods, man. Don't you have more important things to be attending to than chasing after 
the skirts of some senator? She's not even from an important planet. What use would she even 
be for your ambitions?" 

| didn't think it was possible but Padme's body grew even stiffer as the first voice insulted her 
home world and then implied she would use her political influence to further someone's career. 
A tiny sound of irritation escaped her throat and | shot her a warning glance. 

//Do you want to get caught?// 

Padme's lips tightened into a thin line and her eyes gleamed with affronted dignity. | smoothed 
my hand over her naked flesh, cupping her breast and thumbing the still erect nipple with lazy 
insolence. A reminder of how we would look if discovered. 

//Do you want to get caught?// 


The defiance melted away and she gave a quick shake of her head though the air of offended 
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pride remained. With a smirk, | turned my attention back to the two men still speaking. Who on 
board thought Padme would abuse her office to their benefit? 


"My career ambitions aren't exactly what | think about when she's around, Jolland. Did you see 
us together yesterday?" 


Benor! The identity of the last speaker hit us at precisely the same time and her eyes snapped 
onto mine with concern and fear. | had to momentarily cover her mouth again to smother the 
involuntary cry of surprise that would have alerted them to our presence. 


Captain Benor. 


| glared accusingly down at her, my jaw clenching and unclenching with increased tension. The 
anger and jealousy of the day before came rushing back and my body shook as the words 'one 
night’ returned to echo insinuatingly in my head. Padme shrank from what she saw in my face, 
swallowing hard before turning her face to the side and squeezing her eyes shut in pained 
regret. 


"Everybody saw, Benor, and the way she had it all on display for every man to see. Even that 
Jedi noticed." There was a brief pause as Benor snorted in disgust. "I'm telling you, if looks 
could kill you'd be dead and I'd have one less friend." 


"| hardly think | have cause to worry about a Jedi Padawan." Benor spat the words as if they 
were something foul. "Besides, he's just a boy and what the senator needs is a man." 


"Like you, | suppose?" 


"Of course, who better?" Came the arrogantly confident reply before the voice grew snide. "| 
heard he was just a slave when the Order found him, hardly worthy of a woman like Senator 
Amidala." 


Their shared snickering laughter tore at my insides with painful swipes, carving new empty 
places that weakened my ability to keep my temper in check. | jerked back as Padme reached 
up to touch my cheek in sympathy. The fierce glare | threw at her froze her hand in mid air and 
with a guilty flush she hastily dropped it back down. | didn't need or want to be pacified or 
comforted like a child, especially not by Padme. 


"She's a former queen." Benor continued on, blithely unaware that | was committing every insult 
to memory. "Jedi or no, she'd hardly consort with scum like that on a social basis." 


Oh wouldn't she? | stared unseeingly in the direction of the two men, thoughts whirling madly in 
my mind. This former slave had dared to do a hell of a lot more than 'socialize' with the 
honorable Senator from Naboo. Memories of the way Benor had looked at Padme, the way he 
had touched her while | had to stand helplessly by flooded through me. I'd been powerless to do 
anything, to stake my claim, to let him know she was mine. My head turned sharply to find 
Padme staring up at me with stricken eyes. | couldn't stand the pity | believed lingered there and 
| did what | had to do to get rid of it. 


/[Too bad for him | got there first// 


The vulgar taunt hit its mark. Padme sucked in a sudden, sharp breath at the coarse meaning 


87 


behind the words that brushed her mind and her expression grew tight. | saw the hurt in her 
eyes but | didn't care. It hurt me beyond measure that Padme had flirted with that aristocratic 
parasite in front of me and the entire bridge crew, damn her. But knowing he believed himself 
better than me due to the circumstances of my birth, knowing he thought me so beneath their 
social level that he couldn't conceive of Padme being able to love me, twisted something deep 
inside me. Bitterness filled my heart as a snarl of venomous hate at how unfair it all was curled 
my lips. He'd see. | was destined to be the greatest Jedi ever and when that day came men like 
him would bow before me. 


| came back to myself to find Padme watching me with an odd mixture of remorse and 
discomforting fear. Pride won out and | easily smote my conscious. 


A slow, wicked smile spread across my face and brown eyes narrowed warily, sudden suspicion 
hovering behind lowered lids. | leaned down to whisper into her ear, letting my hot breath tickle 
the sensitive flesh and play through the soft tendrils of her hair. 


"Should we tell the good captain and his friend just how much consorting you've allowed, 
milady? How much you enjoy it. How much you crave it." | captured the delicate skin of her neck 
with my teeth, teasing it with my lips and tongue, making her shudder at every sharp nip, at 
every lick and suck. 


"Shall | tell them how | fucked you against the wall in your cabin?" 


Padme stiffened at my use of that offensive word. I'd never used it in front of her before, at least 
not in a language she understood, and she was shocked. | smiled in satisfaction as | traced her 
ear with my tongue. 


"Or | could tell them about the night in the library when | made you come with just my fingers 
and words." | continued with a purr. 


| could feel the heavy thudding of her heart against the wall of my chest and a low moan of 
protest worked its way past her lips. Padme was trembling uncontrollably, fighting the effect my 
words were having on her with every fiber of her being. And she was losing. | could feel the 
waves of reluctant arousal, the animal lust my words were inspiring as her desire crashed 
through the Force. | could also sense the overlying anger and self-loathing accompanying those 
traitorous emotions; emotions threatening to smash the ideals and dreams taught to her by 
people who had never experienced the consuming passion that was uniquely ours. Others were 
weak and subsequently they let themselves be ruled by the laws of others. | made my own 
rules. 


The sound of a condescending chuckle from the direction of the hallway pulled the hated image 
of Benor's detestable face back before me. Not consort with scum like me? The need to prove 
him wrong was all consuming. Getting caught suddenly seemed a small price to pay to see the 
smug look wiped off that arrogant bastard's face. I'd show him just how many liberties his 
Senator Amidala allowed this former slave. I'd show him that she wanted me. 


| reached down between our bodies and quickly freed myself from my restrictive pants, jealousy 
and hurt making my fingers clumsy and impatient as | ripped at the fastenings. Realization of my 
intentions finally dawned and Padme gave a violent start, shaking her head vigorously, even 
daring to risk hissing a low 'no’, which | deliberately ignored. 
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"I told you we were going to finish what you started, Padme. A man of honor always keeps his 
word.” | murmured with false gallantry as | shoved the wet silk aside and rubbed myself against 
her slick entrance. 


| sucked her earlobe into my mouth, nipping at it sharply with my teeth before whispering my 
next taunt. "Try not to scream this time, milady, or we'll wind up with an audience. But then 
maybe you'd like that. You certainly didn't object to one yesterday on the bridge." | added with a 
sneer and then slid into her as hard as | dared given our precarious situation. 


Padme's head fell back against the couch and her body arced and shuddered as | thrust into 
her sweet flesh. She bit down hard on her lip to keep from crying out as | deliberately hit that 
secret spot again and again. Perversely, | found | actually did want to make her scream her 
pleasure despite the presence of the two officers; despite the consequences of being found out. 
At least then Benor would know she was mine and that the better man had won. 


By her side, Padme's hands maintained a death grip on the cushioned seat, her grasp so tight 
her knuckles showed white; a stark contrast against the deep burgundy fabric. Her act was one 
of useless rebellion. Her refusal to give into her natural inclination to touch me was belied by the 
instinctive rocking of her hips into mine. Her stubbornness lasted only until | began laving one 
stiff nipple with my tongue, sucking the pebbled nub into my mouth and teasing it with my teeth. 
A faint strangled whimper sounded deep within Padme's throat and her hands were suddenly at 
my back and neck, stroking and kneading my flesh hungrily, grievances forgotten as the heat 
between us climbed higher. 


| worked my hand down to her nest of dark curls and began to torment her sensitive bundle of 
nerves. Padme bucked hard against my hand and her legs came up to hook around me, just as 
I'd taught her the night before. The new position allowed for deeper penetration and | plundered 
her body, stretching her, filling her with an urgency born of desperation. | was uncaring of the 
bruising force | was using because the harder | thrust, the wetter she became, her body saying 
what she could not. | had to bite back the urge to cry out her name as her tight inner walls 
squeezed the length of my shaft and threatened to trigger a fiery dissolution of my insides. 


Our harsh and ragged breathing sounded as loud as the roar of a Nubian waterfall to my ears 
but | was past the point of caring. With every stroke | could sense the coil within her winding 
itself tighter and tighter, threatening to snap with each passing second. Gods, | wanted to hear 
her scream my name while she shattered and convulsed around me. The effort it was taking to 
avoid making any noise was going to kill me, | thought desperately. My forehead was beaded 
with sweat and damp tendrils of hair clung to Padme's face and neck. | was having serious 
doubts about my ability to remain silent in the face of the tortuous pleasure when | sensed our 
unwitting audience had moved further away from our room. 


Though there was still the very real danger of being overheard, | abandoned my efforts to hold 
back the low moans that rumbled in my chest. Padme was already past noticing such things, 
lost as she was in the rhythmic movements of our bodies. My lips moved up her throat only 
stopping when | reached the shell of her ear. 


"Gods, you feel so good. You're so tight and wet and it's just for me, isn't it Padme?" | hissed 
demandingly. "All for the 'boy' Benor thinks you wouldn't look twice at. But we know different, 
don't we?" 


Padme was biting back her cries as her breath came in jerky rasps. Deep within, her inner walls 
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were already starting to quake and squeeze me enticingly. | licked and bit at her neck and ear, 
fighting with all my might to remain in control as | continued to drive her towards the edge. 


"We know different and when | make you scream, so will Benor and his friend. And | am going 
to make you scream, Padme. I'm going to make you come...hard." 


The last word acted like a trigger and her body jerked sharply beneath me as | came into her 
with such force her entire body slid forward. The sound of a gasping breath greeted my ears 
and in the next instant, Padme buried her face against my shoulder, sinking her teeth into my 
flesh to muffle the very screams I'd just promised to drag from her. As her body thrashed 
against mine her arms anchored themselves tightly around my neck in a stranglehold. But 
nothing was going to stop either of us from falling headlong into that glorious abyss. 


Around my cock, her hot, tight walls convulsed violently and everything disappeared. My entire 
world shrunk to the intoxicating feel of Padme moving beneath me, her breasts crushed to my 
chest and the shudders racking our bodies as wave after wave of desire drenched us both. | lost 
myself in the incredible feeling of her muscles contracting, milking me hard as | spilled myself 
into her body with a deep moan of overwhelming rapture. 


| didn't feel the sting of her nails or the sharp pain from where her teeth had broken my skin and 
drawn blood. | only felt the intense relief of finding refuge in her body, in the pleasure of 
shooting my essence into her depths, and in the knowledge that | would always be apart of her 
no matter what the future held. Then the yawning chasm grabbed hold and sent us spiraling 
down, down into the black void that stole our very awareness like a thief in the night. 


| don't know how long we lay there in each other's arms, shaking with the exhaustion of sucha 
passionate release. By the time | started to become aware of our surroundings again, Benor 
and his friend had long since departed, none the wiser of what they had almost discovered. 


Padme's arms were still wound around my neck and her fingers were tangled in my damp hair. 
Every once in a while, one hand would pat me in the way one does when comforting someone 
who's crying. | lifted my head slowly and meta pair of brown eyes that welled with unshed tears. 
| started to ask her what was wrong, worried that I'd hurt her somehow when Padme abruptly 
pulled me down and pressed her mouth to mine. As her lips brushed over mine, | realized she 
was repeatedly murmuring the same entreaty like a desperate chant. 


"I'm sorry. I'm sorry. I'm sorry." 


Again and again the whispered words spilled forth and | realized Padme was apologizing to me 
for what Benor had said. She was taking the hurt within herself just like she'd done that night on 
Tatooine. Her guilt and sorrow for the part she'd played in my humiliation resonated in trembling 
ripples through our bond. 


| drew back, breaking contact with those sweetly trembling lips, and wiped away a lone tear that 
had escaped to linger at her cheek. Beneath the gentle touch of my hand she closed her eyes 
with a sigh and nuzzled her face against the warmth of my palm. | stroked the tender skin 
beneath the pad of my thumb and then placed a kiss against her temple. 


My hurt and pain had become Padme's - and | was glad. 
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Chapter 8: The End 5 


Return to Naboo 


"Oh what a tangled web we weave 
when first we practice to deceive." 


William Shakespeare 


| wasn't looking forward to it. Nothing I'd ever faced before could equal what | was about to go 
through. The more | thought about it the more nervous | became. Breaching the nest of 
gundarks to rescue Obi Wan had been mere child's play in comparison. | was pretty sure I'd 
rather stroll the lower streets of Coruscant buck naked than face what was coming. Coward, | 
hissed to myself. Repeating the words 'there is no fear’ did nothing to stop the tightening in my 
chest nor did it ease the panicked flutter that had taken up residence in my gut. 


Gods! How exactly do you behave around a man who generously shares the food from his 
table, offers you a bed for the night, and treats you like an honored guest after what you've 
done? How do yook ook him in the eye and shake his hand knowing that you not only seduced 
his daughter but used morally questionable means to do so? How do you sit under his trusting 
gaze with any degree of normality knowing you've sampled almost every inch of his little girl's 
delectable body? Or that even as you calmly sip your kaffee you're contemplating still more 
erotic acts that will most likely leave his daughter quaking and breathless? 


Those were the uncomfortable questions | found myself pondering as | watched Padme push 
open the old fashioned wooden door of her childhood home. Unease at the impending ordeal 
turned my stomach. | remembered the pride in her parent's eyes when last we were there as 
they spoke of the work she'd done for Naboo and its people. Love and affection had reflected in 
those same eyes as they recounted the good she had accomplished. | had also seen the 
concern and fear in their faces when I'd told them the danger to their youngest daughter was 
real. They'd trusted me to protect her, guard her and keep her safe. And what did | do? | 
dragged her to a Hutt controlled world and selfishly shattered her innocence on one cold 
Tatooine night. 


The memory of her soft voice echoed in my head. 
{Anakin...l need you to make me complete} 


With those words, Padme's had sealed her fate and thrown her fortunes in with mine. I'd done 
the right thing, hadn't I? 


Until that moment, | thought I'd managed to successfully vanquish any minor twinges of my 


conscious that had tried to tell me what | did wasn't right. I'd told myself that my actions were 
justifiable, that only the results counted. Part of me knew | should've felt more guilt, that | should 
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have felt shame. But | hadn't, not in any measurable sense. That is, until | stepped over the 
threshold of the Naberrie's home. My stomach did another violent turn and a cold sweat broke 
out over my body. 


Not good. 


| rubbed my damp palms on my pants and tried to keep my eyes from locking on the gentle 
sway of Padme's hips as she moved down the hall calling out for her parents but it was 
impossible. A guilty flush suffused my face. If | ever caught a man looking at a daughter of mine 
like | was looking at Padme, | just couldn't be held responsible for my actions. | decided then 
and there that if we ever had a daughter, | was going to keep her under lock and key on some 
remote planet beyond the outer rim where she would be safe from men like me. Satisfied and 
somewhat comforted with my outrageous and illogical plan, | wandered into the living area while 
Padme continued her search for her parents. 


We'd arrived on Naboo just as the sun had been setting. Our hopes of going straight to the 
retreat had been dashed when we were told that outlying transportation services were 
suspended for the evening due to the observation of some obscure Nubian holiday. My 
suggestion that we stay at a space port inn or hotel had been summarily dismissed and | had to 
grudgingly admit that the reasoning behind the refusal was sound. Padme was too well known a 
public figure and her staying anywhere but at her parents when in her home city might have 
raised questions we couldn't answer. So it was with great reluctance on both our parts that we 
headed to her house to face her family. When we agreed she would handle the explanation as 
to why we'd be going back to the retreat, I'd given an inward sigh of relief. There was a reason 
why in the past I'd taken care to only associate with the type of women who no longer had need 
to explain their whereabouts to suspicious parents. 


Padme came back around the corner with an odd expression on her face. It was part wistful 
disappointment and part unease. 


"They are not here. The house computer said they are away visiting Sola and are not expected 
back for three more days." She smiled nervously. "We will have to fend for ourselves." 


Translation, it was the first time she'd been alone with a man in her parent's home and she was 
uncomfortable. |, on the other hand, was relieved beyond measure. The trying effort of playing 
the professional bodyguard at the exclusion of all else wouldn't be necessary. 


| blew out a pent up breath. A huge weight had been lifted from my shoulders and | couldn't stop 
the look of joyful relief from spreading across my face. A reprieve! When next | faced her father 
at some indeterminate future date, it would be with no guilt for we would be married and the 
events of the past few weeks would be far behind us. 


| preferred not to dwell on what her parents would likely say when they found out that not only 
had they missed being at the wedding but that they'd been lied to as well. Somehow | didn't 
think it would matter to Jobal and Ruwee that it had been a lie by omission. Still, that day was 
far in the future, why worry about it until then, | asked myself with a little smile. There was a 
telling spring in my step as | led the ceaselessly bickering Threepio and Artoo further into the 
room. 


"| should pack now. We will have to leave before first light." Padme hesitated, a brief look of 
distaste crossing her features. "Can you make it so the computer will not report our visit?" 
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At my nod she turned and drifted towards the back of the house in the direction of where her 
room lay. She didn't like being secretive and lying to her parents, for that was what it came 
down to, was painful for her. | sighed regretfully but my heart wasn't really in it. Padme was 
going to marry me and that was all that really mattered as far as | was concerned. Turning, | 
happily headed for the kitchen and the task | had been assigned. 


A giddy joy guided me and | didn't take note of my pleasing surroundings like | had done on my 
first visit. All | could think about was that by tomorrow Padme and | would be man and wife. 
Everything was going to be all right. 


If | repeated that last sentiment a little too forcefully in my head, | didn't pay it any heed. 


"It's beautiful." 


Padme smiled softly in agreement, a far away look in her eyes. | thought | saw a shadow of 
regret flicker across her features but then she gave a rueful shake of her head and it was gone. 


"It was Sola's. | remember watching her put it on for her own wedding." A glimmer of wistfulness 
spun itself in her words. "Even though | was queen and had far more elaborate dresses at the 
palace, | thought it was the most beautiful gown | had ever seen. | still do." 


| heard the tremor in her voice and | shifted uneasily on the balls of my feet. How many dreams 
was | cheating her out of by insisting on this secret ceremony? An ache started in the pit of my 
stomach, the sudden wave of unaccustomed guilt squeezing my heart. Taking the wedding 
dress from her, | carefully laid it over the back of the chair before turning back and enveloping 
her cold hands in mine. 


"Padme, | know this isn't how you dreamed it would be." | said earnestly. "| know you wanted to 
have your family and friends around you just like your sister did. But I'll make it up to you, | 
promise." | raised my left hand then to skim the soft curve of her cheek in apology. 

She gave a thin, watery smile. "It does not matter." 


But | knew it did. 


Padme stepped past me to retrieve the dress and | frowned. A creeping sense of foreboding 
nudged the edges of my mind. 


{Tell me again, Anakin. Tell me what we are about to do will not destroy us} 


It won't, | said firmly to the dark voice that hissed and snarled, attempting to goad me into 
panicked fear. It won't! | screamed in my head as the edge of the precipice beneath my feet 
crumbled, the unsteady ground heaving violently, making me sway drunkenly over the edge for 
one heart pounding moment before | managed to regain my balance. 


No. | refused to give into that fleeting feeling of guilt over what amounted to but minutes of a 


recitation of meaningless words. The two most important people would be present and that was 
all that mattered when all was said and done. 
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Behind me, oblivious to my struggles, Padme hummed softly to herself, a haunting little melody 
that sounded vaguely familiar. It struck a chord deep within me and it left me feeling both bereft 
and comforted at the same time. | grabbed at the distraction it afforded me with desperate 
hands. Closing my eyes, | had a hazy recollection of two arms twined around me, holding me 
close and rocking me in a gentle, soothing rhythm. Over the beat of a foreign heart came the 
wordless, lilting tune in the chilly air. But the memory specifics (or was it just a dream?) proved 
illusive. The harder | tried to hold on to it the more incorporeal it became and further attempts to 
place it proved a lesson in frustration. When | turned to ask Padme the name of the song, it was 
to find she'd already left. 


In the empty room the melancholy tune continued its persuasive attempt to lure me into the 
past. The very air seemed to shimmer with unspoken danger. And | couldn't quite stop the 
sudden shiver that ran down my spine. 
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Chapter 9: The End 5a 


Padme closed the drawer of her dresser with a soft click and sighed wearily. The weight of our 
deception had already tired her out and her shoulders were stooped as if she carried some 
invisible burden. My heart ached for her. It was only going to grow increasingly heavier and 
there was little | could do about it. She was walking through fire for me, she was proving herself 
willing to live a life full of the lies she so despised so we could be together. But what else could 
either of us do? | didn't want to just be her lover with no legitimate rights or position in her life. 
No, | wanted it all and | was going to have it. My trials would be taken, | would be a Jedi Knight 
and | would have Padme. 


| came up behind her, my bare feet silent on the cool tile floor, and carefully brushed her mane 
of brown hair aside to expose the vulnerable curve of her neck. A sigh of sheer bliss escaped 
her as my hands began to massage her rigidly held shoulders, kneading the tense flesh and 
muscle. | closed my eyes and inhaled the familiar scent of her hair and skin, taking a moment 
out of time to just enjoy the closeness, to enjoy the compatible silence that surrounded us like a 
warm, comforting blanket. Only the occasional soft moans of pleasure from Padme marred the 
quiet. But | enjoyed those. 


| glanced at the chrono on the wall. It was late and we would have to be out of the house by five 
in the morning if we were to catch the first shuttle to the Lake Country. My fingers dug into the 
skin hidden by her robe, working hard to loosen the knots with strong, steady movements. 
Padme braced herself, holding on to the dresser's edge, arching her back with feline grace. Her 
head dropped forward as my thumbs pressed hard into the flesh at the nape of her neck, 
dissipating bit by bit the tension that had been building all day. 


"That feels wonderful." Padme said softly. 


A boastful smirk tugged at my lips and | kneaded her flesh a little harder. 
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As | eyed the curves of her body outlined by the silky robe, | found myself in a quandary, a 
moral dilemma really. Should | leave her and sleep elsewhere or should | stay? We hadn't 
spoken of the sleeping arrangements but | knew without her having to say anything that she 
wasn't at ease with me alone in the home she still shared with her parents. 


Being in familiar surroundings and faced with a wedding her parents could neither attend nor 
know about was weighing heavily on her mind. It was for that very reason | was afraid to leave 
her alone. Even though | knew she was in it just as deeply as | was, | couldn't shake my fear of 
losing her. After all, there were still over six hours before morning and who knows how many 
more before we could arrange the ceremony. That was a lot of time in which to simmer and 
stew, mulling over all the reasons why we shouldn't go through with it. 


Common decency and conventional manners told me | should leave. But my instincts weren't so 
much whispering as screaming at me to stay and give her something else with which to occupy 
her mind. Besides which, | had to admit there was something decidedly wicked and arousing 
about the thought of sleeping with Padme in the room she grew up in. 


The bed suddenly seemed overly large in the confines of a room I'd previously considered 
spacious. lts presence mocked me and my admittedly weak attempt at trying to be a gentleman 
so late in the game. To stave off the heat spreading thorough my body, | closed my eyes in 
silent prayer, fighting the temptation even as the blood rushed from my head directly to my 
groin. 


When entreaties to the local gods had no affect on my rising excitement, | tried focusing on the 
holo's hanging on the wall in front of us, the ones that showed a girl way below the legal age for 
all the sexual scenarios that insisted upon running through my mind. The image of Padme 
smiling back at me with youthful innocence filled my vision and | gulped hard, feeling like a dirty 
old man. Desperately, | looked to my left and imagined Padme playing some silly game with a 
younger version of Sola, on the floor beneath the window overlooking the back garden. | thought 
of the trusting look in her parent's eyes and the angry features of Ruwee should he ever find out 
that we had anticipated our marriage vows - many, many times over. 


None of it helped. The tide of desire had its own agenda and | had as much hope of fighting it as 
| did in stopping one of Obi Wan's tiresomely repetitive lectures. 


My hands roamed lower, fingers sliding to curve around her sides as | kneaded the flesh just 
above her shoulder blades. The silk slid sensuously beneath my hands and against Padme's 
skin, making me ache to be touching her bare flesh instead. As | moved further down her 
slender back my long fingers grazed the sides of her breasts and Padme bit back a strangled 
gasp. | smothered my own groan as | hardened further at her telling response. My body was 
begging to be appeased but unaccountably | hesitated. 


We should wait, | reluctantly decided, unsure of where my sudden nobility had come from. It 
was rather pointless after the past two weeks but | thought Padme might appreciate the gesture. 
My hands slipped lower, gripping her around her waist workworking the flesh at the small of her 
back. Another sigh escaped her as she began to gradually relax, her muscles loosening under 
the influence of my soothing caresses. Instinctively she leaned forward. The action caused her 
round behind to press back against me where she couldn't help but notice my aroused state. 
The breath caught in her throat and her hands tightened their grip on the dresser's edge. The 
tension so recently banished came flooding back into her limbs instantaneously. 
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That little noise, so arousing in nature, wiped out every single good intention | had managed to 
dredge up, obliterating in one fell swoop my newly found scruples. Neither of us moved. Only 
our mutual labored breathing broke the stillness of the room. Somewhere in the house | thought 
| heard Threepio snipe at Artoo. 


For a moment | lingered where | was but my inherent weakness for Padme won and | slid my 
hands up to the curve of her shoulders to give them a quick squeeze before slipping slowly 
down the length of her arms to close over her hands. | marveled at the way her delicate hands 
disappeared completely from view under mbefobefore pressing the length of my body to hers. 
Restlessly, Padme flexed her fingers and our hands conjoined, fingers twining to grasp the edge 
of the heavy piece of furniture as one. 


| deliberately rocked my hips against her. Instinct led her to push herself back into me despite 
her as yet unvoiced misgivings. | knew she wouldn't be silent for long; that she had to put up a 
token resistance to appease her conscious. And | was right. 


"We should not do this here. It is not right...my parents..." She said in a low, clipped voice that 
shook with nervousness and desire. 


"| know." | whispered into her hair but the next moment | pressed myself against her more firmly, 
grinding my erection hard against her bottom and back. An anticipatory shiver rippled down her 
body. The delicious sound of her gasping my name in a tangled mix of warning and desire sent 
a tendril of excitement curling in the pit of my stomach. 


Bending my head, | gently sucked and nipped at her earlobe before moving my mouth lower 
still. Her flesh was warm and sweet beneath my lips and tongue as | explored the curve of her 
neck down to the juncture where it met her shoulder. | nuzzled my face against her, my light 
stubble rasping sensuously against her delicate skin. A breathless sigh filled the air. 


The heat of desire pummeled me. The temptation to lift up the skirt of her nightgown and 
immediately alleviate the building pressure almost overwhelmed me. | stifled a deep groan and 
brought my mouth up to blow a hot breath into her ear. 


"Do you want me... to go?" | murmured in a low and insinuating tone. Gods, if she said yes, | 
was in for some serious trouble. But | needn't have worried; she was as aroused as | was. Duty, 
responsibility, propriety - all were taking a backseat to want and desire. 


"No. Stay." Padme whispered after the barest moment of indecision. 


It wasn't long before the rocking motion set the dresser thumping against the wall rhythmically, 
the sound mingling with our panting breaths and low moans of hungry desire. The vibrations 
shook the wall behind the dresser and after one particularly forceful bump; one of the holo's 
tilted and then fell from the wall. It was the one that showed Padme surrounded by the now 
extinct Shadda-Bi-Borian children and as it hit the floor with a crash; she came out from 
passion's influence and cried out in distress. | released her hannd wnd whipped her around, 
taking her mouth with mine in a ruthless attempt to wipe everything else from her mind. | was 
too aroused to care that a precious memory may have been destroyed and | was unfairly 
indignant that she was so easily distracted. It rankled that she wasn't as carried away as I'd 
thought she had been. 
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Padme stiffened but as my tongue slid past her lips to stroke hers, she melted, molding her 
body into mine, winding her arms around my neck without a further hint of protest. My hand had 
just closed around her breast when the haze of passion evaporated, destroyed by the voice of 
an unannounced guest. 


"Master Anakin, I've taken the liberty of ....Oh! Oh my, I'm terribly sorry. Oh dear, this is an 
unforgivable lapse in my etiquette programming. I'm sure I..." 


Behind the flustered Threepio, Artoo beeped and whirled with what could only be called 
amusement. 


"Yes, well | see that now, Artoo. Oh dear..." 


At the first sound of the protocol's voice, Padme and | jumped apart as if scalded, both of us 
looking like guilty children caught raiding the sweets keeper. Immediately, Padme pivoted and 
then knelt down to crouch on the floor, averting and hiding her face as she picked up the fallen 
holograph. | watched absently as she cradled it in her hands, checking worriedly for damage. 
Conveniently, it also meant she didn't have to look Threepio in the ‘eye’. | cleared my throat in 
awkward embarrassment. Suddenly, | felt like a parent caught out by a child. | belatedly thought 
to attempt to hide the all too obvious bulge making itself known against the thin material of my 
sleep pants. With as much nonchalance as | could manage, | crossed my hands in front of me. 
On the floor at my feet, Padme coughed to cover up what sounded suspiciously like an amused 
titter. 


"| do apologize, Master Anakin, Miss Padme... please, please don't deactivate me!" 

Despite my irritation at being interrupted during such an intimate moment, | couldn't quite hide 
the amused smile that threatened to ruin my stern face as Threepio begged theatrically for his 
life. Had he always been such an old lady, | wondered dryly. Force, when | had the time I'd have 
to do something about his prissy programming, | decided with an irritated grimace as the 
diatribe continued unabated. Unfortunately, the distressed droid noted my expression and that 
set him off on another panicked rant thinking his untimely end was imminent. 

"Threepio .." 

"...if Artoo hadn't insisted ..." 

"Threepio .." 

"...clearly he's most unhelpful and I.." 

"Threepio!" 

| had to raise my voice to be heard above both his hysterical tirade and Artoo's loud indignant 
sputterings. By that time, Padme had re-hung the undamaged holo and turned back around, 
managing to present a composed face to the repentant droid, though there was still the faint 
tinge of crimson coloring her cheeks. 

"Threepio, it's fine. No one is going to deactivate you. Just knock or something next time, 


alright?" | said with weary exasperation. My head was beginning to throb more than .. other parts 
of me. 
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The protocol droid brightened immediately and began an effusive prattling apology that set my 
teeth on edge. At my side, Padme choked back a sharp snort of laughter and her shoulders 
shook as Threepio without pause instantly launched into an effusive exhortation of gratitude at 
my "generous benevolent nature in the face of his failure." Idly, | wondered how many threats of 
deactivation my step-brother must have issued to cause Threepio to get so worked up over 
what amounted to such a minor incident. 


My eyes danced with sympathy. How many times had the protocol droid infringed on a romantic 
moment between Owen and Beru? Even in the short time I'd been around him, | could tell the 
young farmer didn't care for talkative droids and gods knew Threepio was a talker. No wonder 
Owen had had such an air of relief about him when Cliegg offered the droid back to me. The 
secretive and satisfied look Beru and Owen had exchanged behind his father's back was 
suddenly all too clear. 


"Oh, t you you, Master Anakin. It won't happen again. I..." 
| held up my hand to stop him. "What is it that you wanted?" 


If it was possible for a droid to convey a look of blankness then Threepio succeeded admirably. 
Behind him, Artoo let out a string of beeps that sounded like the droid equivalent of mockery. 


"Yes, yes!" He hissed, waving his hand in annoyance. "I was just coming to inform you that | 
had made up the bed in the spare room." He finished and looked expectantly between myself 
and Padme. 


There was an awkward moment of silence as | racked my brains trying to figure out how to tell 
Threepio that a second bedroom wouldn't be needed when Padme took pity on either me or the 
droid, | wasn't sure which. 


"Thank you, Threepio." She said diplomatically. "That was very thoughtful of you. Now, why 
don't you both go power down for the night? We will be leaving very early and you wouldn't want 
to cheat yourself of a decent rest." 


"Oh, yes. What a good idea, Miss Padme. How kind. Most humans simply do not realize..." 


Of course, he couldn't let it end there and we had to suffer through some figurative bowing and 
scraping before Threepio finally turned to leave the room with Artoo hot on his heels. The little 
droid let forth with a stream of beeps that apparently didn't sit well with the taller droid. 


"But why share a room when two are available? | just don't comprehend human behavior." 
Threepio paused as Artoo beeped a response. "Well, | can't think why you would say that, how 
very rude." 


The last outraged words floated back to us as the door slid shut and there was blissful silence. 
That is, until Padme sank down at the foot of her bed and started to laugh. | stared at her with a 
frown of affronted dignity, still annoyed at having been interrupted at such a critical moment, but 
my expression only set her off on another laughing tangent. She collapsed onto her back, 
holding her sides and giggling until tears came to her eyes. | realized with a start that it was the 
first time I'd seen her act so carefree since I'd teased her in the meadow or perhaps when I'd 
amused her with my definition of ‘aggressive negotiations’. | had missed that side of her while | 
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had pursued her so ruthlessly. And suddenly | wanted to prolong that innocent moment for as 
long as | possibly could. | wanted to carry the lighthearted memory with me to warm and sooth 
me on all those long, lonely nights | knew lay ahead. 


| stepped up to the bed and glared down at her in mock outrage, crossing my arms over my 
chest in pretend disapproval. In short, | imitated my Master, right down to his often irritatingly 
correct accent. 


"It's quite undignified for a senator to be rolling around on her bed and giggling like a school girl. 
Really, Senator Amidala, what would your fellow senators say if they could see this disgraceful 
display?" | arched one eyebrow at her in a fair imitation of Obi Wan. 


It was the brow quirk that did it. Padme gazed up at me for a long second and then she was off 
on a fresh peal of laughter that echoed around the room and made my heart flip over in my 
chest. Love, warm and wonderful spread through my body. It felt like I'd come home and the 
beautiful girl with eyes crinkled in helpless laughter was the cause. For that moment in time | 
was at peace and happy too. 


With a grin of my own, | flopped down on my stomach beside her, the bed shaking with both her 
continued mirth and the aftershocks of my fall. | rolled onto my side so | could watch the 
laughter chase away that faint but present haunted look she'd worn for far too long. How 
different it all was from that first time I'd been there with her. Had it really only been four weeks 
ago? I'd been so tense and nervous that day. Padme had been dragging clothes from her 
seemingly limitless wardrobe and all | could do was try not to stare at the bed. | was 
uncomfortably aware of her welcoming but stern father's presence somewhere in the house but 
that hadn't stopped my head from filling with fantasies that had threatened to embarrass both of 
us by manifesting themselves physically. 


| propped my head up with one hand, the metal appendage smooth and cool against my cheek. 
The sound of her laughter was starting to fade away and she gasped for breath between the last 
few giggles. | smiled as she made a half-hearted attempt to brush several disobedient curls 
away from her face and out of her eyes. Finally | reached out and swept aside the last one for 
her. But once there | couldn't resist the compulsion to trace the delicate liof hof her face. 


Starting at her brow, | drew one lazy finger down the bridge of her nose, over her softly parted 
lips, down her chin to the long column of her throat, and between the valley of her breasts. 
When | reached the flat plane of her abdomen, | splayed my hand out and slid it around her 
waist, using my handhold to gently cant her hips towards me. The warmth of her body seeped 
through the thin material, singing my nerve endings and causing my heart to beat violently in 
anticipation. | lingered there, stroking and caressing her through her gown for a long while. 
Desire pulsed and throbbed and | swallowed hard. The last vestiges of humor faded from 
Padme's face and she regarded me back solemnly, the atmosphere turning serious and heated 
in the space of a few seconds. 


Her face was level with mine and we shared a moment of such peacefulness my throat 
tightened painfully from the sheer beauty of it all. Padme raised her hand to follow the lines of 
my face in much the same way | had just done to her. Under her delicate touch heat blossomed 
and | fell into the brown eyes that had bewitched me from the first moment I'd seen them in 
Watto's dirty shop. | captured her hand and pressed a kiss against her knuckles before gently 
but determinedly rolling her over onto her back. In the next instant, | moved over her, blanketing 
her body with mine. 
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Neither of us looked away. Neither of us spoke. 


Gently but firmly, | took both her arms and stretched them up over her head, pressing them 
down into the thick bedcover as | switched my hold. With both wrists held willing prisoner by 
myal hal hand, | dropped the other down to play with the delicate neckline of her nightgown. A 
shaky sigh escaped her and | smiled at her tenderly before allowing my eyes the delight of 
following the path my fingers were taking. | skimmed her breasts, painting imaginary patterns 
over the swollen curves, making her writhe beneath me in expectation. | kept just centimeters 
away from the hardening nipples that were begging for my attention, always circling, tormenting 
her with promise. Padme trembled, shifting restlessly as she whimpered deep in her throat in 
protest, too shy to ask for what she wanted. 


A primal sense of male satisfaction that would have infuriated Padme had she been privy to it 
filled me. It heated my blood and made me feel arrogantly confident in the power | exercised 
over her body. Being there with her in her childhood bed, reminded me anew that | wielded an 
immeasurable amount of control over someone | normally would have been in awe of. Instead 
she was in awe of me. | made her melt at my touch. | could fluster her like no other. The rush of 
recognized power surged through my veins like an unnecessary aphrodisiac and sped directly 
to my already pounding arousal. 


| moved my shaking hand back to the lace edging that fluttered beguilingly at her breast with 
every shallow breath she took. At the last moment | looked back up at her face in silent inquiry, 
my eyes burning into hers as | took firm hold of the neckline of her nightgown. The breath 
hitched in her throat and a shiver shook her frame as she realized my question wasn't really a 
question but a statement of intent. Something, some feminine wile, some ancient instinct told 
her that even should she say 'no' it might not matter. Reluctant excitement sparked and flared in 
the depths of her brown eyes and she gave an almost imperceptible nod of her head. 


It was all the permission | needed and with a harsh grunt, | tore the fabric down the front in one 
fluid motion. The flimsy shoulder straps tore as easily as if they were paper and the delicate 
shimmersilk fared no better. A loud gasp of shock came from Padme. She had known what was 
coming but had still been ill prepared for the lust and violence that were the driving force behind 
the action. The triumph of seeing me so close to losing control gleamed suddenly in her half- 
lidded eyes and the sultry smile that accompanied it sucked the air from my lungs. The mix of 
innocence and womanly beguilement drove me mad. The knowledge that Padme had 
apparently discovered this was both disturbing and unexpectedly exciting. The tiniest flicker of 
annoyance ignited within. 


No! The tables weren't going to be turned. | led this dance, not Padme! | ground my hardness 
against her sex, hitting her sensitive bundle of nerves with what should have been a little too 
much force to be comfortable. A visible tremor skittered through her and she said my name ona 
long drawn out breath that tickled along my spine like tiny fingers. The seductive little noise sent 
the fire licking under my skin and suddenly who was in control seemed incidental. 


Even so, when | took her mouth in mine it was with a hint of savagery. | was determined to 
reassert my dominance and prove my mastery over her body and mind. Jedi controlled their 
emotion, their environment, and the events that shaped the galaxy. Therefore | thought it only 
natural to think | should hold a measure of control over the one who held my heart. There was 
always the fear that if | didn't hold on tight enough she would slip away and disappear. 
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| plundered her sweet mouth with brutal passion, forcing her lips apart with my tongue and teeth 
even though it wasn't necessary. At the first aggressive flick of my tongue she yielded to me 
with such sweetness | could barely stand it. A wildness rose up inside of me and | deepened the 
kiss, pressing her beneath me with the full weight of my body. The feel of her pliant form 
trapped under me, knowing she couldn't move and was subject to any and every whim that 
might come to my mind inflamed my senses. Excitement and raw lust raged through me and | 
ground my hardened erection against her again, groaning my ravenous hunger into her mouth. 


It was like a small fire had been fanned and flamed into a raging, consuming inferno. My tongue 
plunged into her mouth in an imitation of the act our bodies would soon be engaged in. The kiss 
turned frenzied and | impatiently shoved the ripped material aside to expose her beautiful body 
to my roving hand. Unable to bear it a moment longer, | left Padme gasping for air while | drank 
my fill of the soft curves laid out before me like a banquet for a starving man. 


The soft mounds of her breasts beckoned and | lowered my mouth with a stuttered moan of 
surrender to lick one distended nipple teasingly, moistening it first and then blowing a cool 
current of air across the wet surface. Padme trembled beneath me, a tortured breath hissing 
past her lips as the bud grew harder just for me. A possessive growl rumbled from my chest and 
| lashed out at the deliciously tight little bud with my tongue until she was pleading for something 
nameless but desperately wanted. The intensity of pleasure made her legs jerk uncontrollably 
and suddenly | was sinking into the cradle of her hips as her thighs willingly parted, her legs 
instantly bending to hug my sides. 


| continued to use my teeth and tongue, feasting on her breasts, alternating between them both 
so as not to neglect one for the other. Mewling cries and keening moans rose from Padme's 
throat and her body bowed beneath the onslaught of my mouth and the touch of my hand. | 
could have suckled at her breasts for the rest of the night, and before | left Naboo | was 
determined one night would be spent in that manner, but at that moment the ache inside was 
calling me, screaming for me to push into her hot, wet passage and lose myself in her honeyed 
tightness; a tightness | knew would pull me down into spiraling oblivion and make me forget 
everything else. 


With my hand still kneading one soft breast, | licked and sucked my way up the arch of her 
neck. Between nibbling kisses and harsh breaths, | whispered words against her scented skin; 
words that make her quiver and squirm; words that made desire flow as her body readied itself 
for invasion. 


"So sweet, so warm for me...what do you want? Do you want me inside you? Do you want me 
filling you? Tell me, Padme, say the words." My voice was heavy and thick with lust and | shook 
with hot desire as my fingers slipped from her breast, down over her stomach and then finally 
between her creamy thighs. | insinuated my hand between our bodies to stroke her sex. 


Padme was so wet that at first touch | had to take several deep, shuddering breaths to keep 
from spilling myself in my pants like an inexperience boy. | swallowed hard and | had to pause 
while | rested my damp forehead against the hard curve of her collarbone, fighting for control. It 
wasn't until the throbbing between my legs lessened somewhat that | dared to continue. My lips 
moved to her ear and Padme whimpered as my tongue darted inside on the heels of my hot 
breath. 


"You like this, don't you?" My voice crackled with fire, want licking each word. "And this." | said 
as | slicked one finger inside her, knowing she wanted more than what it could provide. 
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Still captured in a tight metal grip, Padme strained against the hold her body shuddering at my 
throaty tone. "All the power and control given over to me. You love the surrender. You love this." 
| squeezed her imprisoned wrists to emphasis my meaning. 


Passion-lit eyes met mine and | knew my words had fueled their flame, knew my words had built 
her excitement up one more notch. The touch of resentment that also lurked in the depths of her 
slumberous eyes just added more fuel to my own fiery lust. My fingers delved into the soft folds 
of her sex, circling and worrying the center of her passion with the skill born of long practice. 
Padme's body bucked hard and her legs trembled under my relentless ministrations. With single 
minded purpose | worked to wind her coil tighter and tighter but never pushing far enough to 
snap it. 


"Don't you, Padme?" | continued, flicking my tongue against the rapid beat of her pulse at the 
base of her neck. "Tell me." 


//Den il lu'neta ceree juun ney ki-lay tu ah// 

The lilting words brushing against her mind sent a violent tremor through her and drew a gush of 
liquid heat that saturated my hand. A groan full of longing was ripped from me and Padme drew 
in a sharp breath. 


"Say the words, Padme. Say the words you said that night in your cabin." | growled, freeing 
myself with a hurried tug, nearly biting through my lip at the heady scent of her arousal. 


Padme arched her body, pressing herself against me with a helpless whimper. Her wrists pulled 
against the restraining metal of my hand. 


"| don't...remember." She finally panted with a stubborn set to her jaw. It was a gesture | 
recognized all too well. 


"Yessss...you do. Say it." | demanded and then sucked the flesh at her pulse point in sharply, 
flicking my tongue against it and using my teeth to mark her. 


Beneath me, her entire body jerked, a desperate cry sounding her capitulation and assuring me 
of my conquest. 


"Tee’ana et...na loska mile...tu'et." Padme ground out, unable to finish her sentence in just one 
breath. The sound of her gasping pants bled her need and called to me on a level | never knew 
existed. 

Triumph went hand in hand with the rush of primal exhilaration that raced through my veins and 
tingled along every nerve ending. | smiled into her neck and then lifted my head to meet brown 
eyes dilated with desire, begging for culmination, for the release that only | could give her. 

My mouth brushed hers but | drew back after the briefest of contact. 


"Anakin..." Padme bit out, frustrated with my teasing, by the presence of my arousal pressing 
against her entrance but not breaching it. 


With that plea urging me on, | used the tip of my tongue to outline her lips with delicate strokes, 
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thrilling to every impatient wiggle, every whimper sounding from the back of her throat. Finally, 
even | had had enough of the torment of anticipation. 


"As milady commands." | murmured against her mouth, a lazy smile lighting my eyes, promising 
of delights to come. "Bey ni ma'hal su no'le re't, nia yettu." | whispered into her mouth just as | 
slid hard into her tight sheath. 

In that way, | made sure that Padme had no time to consider changing her mind before morning 
broke. 


TBC 


Feedback very much appreciated! 


Chapter 10: The End 6 


Hidden Shadows 
"He that has light within his own clear breast 
May sit in the centrnd end enjoy bright day: 
But he that hides a dark soul and foul thoughts 
Benighted walks under the mid-day sun; 
Himself his own dungeon." 


John Milton 


The roughened soles of my feet made a faint rasping swish as | padded over the cool textured 
flagstone floor. When | reached the carved balustrade curving in a graceful bow around the 
balcony's edge, | came to a standstill. An enchanted dark vista spread itself out before me. 
Masses of dark green leaves and colored blossoms served as an open air frame for the scene 
of moon dappled water and distant shadowed mountains. Tough ropy vines clung tightly to the 
old columns; growing in such thick profusion the weathered stone was all but invisible to the 
causal eye. Around and around the thick vines wended their way towards the heavens only to 
have their progress stopped by man's failure to build higher. 


Doomed to a dirt side existence they had moved in the only other direction possible - over the 
dark wood beams that crisscrossed above the stones, hugging them in a lovers embrace. The 
flowering limbs threaded and weaved in and over, crossing back and forth, intertwining until 
they'd created a kind of lush, leafy green roof thas aas almost impenetrable. | knew from 
experience that it was thick enough to keep the balcony in shade throughout the day and to 
keep those dry who sought shelter from the gentle rain showers common to the area at that time 
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of year. 


From the tangled foliage canopied overhead, | could hear the soft cooing and rustling of leaves 
as the lake doves began to stir. Layered beneath that comforting noise was the soft, wet sound 
of lapping water against the shore, the whisper of the wind through the tall trees, and the low 
chirping of the insects hidden amongst the twined branches and rocky crevices. 


All the sounds of the night worked together like the individual instruments of an orchestra. Every 
note magically melded to come together in a soothing symphony of nature. The night music 
prepared the world for the soon to be dawning day by lulling and luring sentient beings deeper 
into their dreams. All beings it seemed except me. Something was hunting me in the realm of 
dreams and it was making sleep impossible. 


The peaceful sounds caressing my ears nourished me but they also filled me with a longing that 
squeezed my chest in a vice-like grip. What | had said to Padme over two months ago was true. 
If | had been born on Naboo, | never would have left. Maybe not even for the chance to be a 
Jedi. 


| leaned against one column and folded my arms across my bare chest. The tough vines 
pressed into the flesh of my back in mute protest at my invasion but the slick, green leaves 
made up for its hosts’ rudeness and played their part in protecting me from the worst of the 
abrasiveness. | ignored the slight discomfort, concentrating instead on the cool, smooth feel of 
the leaves and soon any unpleasantness faded from my consciousness. 


A deep breath filled my lungs with the sweet perfume from the profusion of soft purple and white 
blossoms that surrounded me. My mother had tried to grow flowers for as long as | could 
remember but Tatooine's climate had been too harsh to allow nature's beauty to grow. Every 
failure had been met with a sad smile and a rueful shake of her head as she acknowledged her 
own folly. Yet not more than a week would go by before she would plant something new, a 
seedling or half dead bulb that she had traded some spacer for. Her patience had been limitless 
and she'd never given up. 


A cool breeze rippled through the greenery, bringing something new to the nighttime bouquet. 
Intertwined with the heady aroma of fragrant blooms, | picked up the underlying sent of fresh 
water and the faint tang of wood smoke from a bonfire lit hours earlier by locals celebrating their 
mystifying holiday. Padme had tried to explain its origins while we had been traveling to the 
retreat but it had all sounded rather ridiculous to me. Or perhaps | just harbored a grudge 
against the foreign custom responsible for delaying our arrival and therefore the ceremony that 
tied her to me forever. | took another deep breath, inhaling sharply through my nose. 


Despite my half-hearted prejudice, | found the smoky smell drifting from the still glowing embers 
pleasant and unexpectedly homey. | wasn't sure why that was since no one on Tatooine ever lit 
a fire in celebration of anything. Fires were to cook, never to celebrate an event, and they never 
were lit on as large a scale as Nubian pyres. | shrugged my shoulders dismissively. I'd take a 
good Boonta's Eve pod race over setting piles of brush ablaze any day. My home world had 
been warm enough without adding the heat from a dozen fires. 


Firelight reflecting off canyon walls . . . the snarl of sand dogs fighting over a bone rising above 
the crackle of the cooking fire; over the hammering of my heart... . the hum of my lightsaber 
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cutting through the muddy clay dwelling sounding in my ears... 
Something slammed its fist into my stomach with such force | gasped out loud. 


| was unprepared for the swiftness with which the memory of the flickering light from the Tusken 
campfire pushed its way up from the depths of my mind. | was lost to the shrieks and low moans 
of terror that rang in the uncaring desert air. | was lost to the remembered thrum of vengeance 
coursing through my body like a righteous cleansing fire; to the sight and smell of severed limbs 
charred from the repeated slashes of my lightsaber wielded with a furious hatred. 


{A Jedi does not know hatred} 


| was lost to the memory of the addictive dark power that had flowed through my body like liquid 
energy. The hot, raw pulsing force that sang in every cell, every synapse, overshadowing 
everything that I'd ever been taught was wrong. Low whispers pulling me down into the black 
maelstrom, urging me to give into the anger and fear, to wallow in the hate. Hissing, snarling 
things trying to take me away. 


Tiny claws gripped my spine, sinking poison into every vertebra. The events of that night in the 
camp rushed at me from the dark corners where they'd been kept successfully at bay from the 
moment I'd been offered the comfort | had so desperately needed. I'd barely had time to take in 
all that happened when Padme had interrupted me and gotten far more than she'd bargained 
for. Numb from grief at losing my mother, in shock from all that had transpired, I'd grabbed on to 
the only thing | could - Padme. 


When she admitted that she loved me and | had renewed my every waking moment to the all 
consuming task of winning her, to seducing her and binding her to me, I'd managed to all but 
banish what'd transpired after I'd disappeared into the desert on what had turned out to be a 
fool's mission. But now my conquest of Padme was complete and | had nothing left to hide 
behind. My mind released everything in a torrent of images and emotions that threatened to 
drown me. The dizzying flashes and accusing voices rose, promising to drive me mad, 
promising to drag me to a place from which I'd never find my way back. 


My mind felt fuzzy. My senses dulled as if my head were wrapped in cotton wool. Reality shrank 
to a pinpoint and all | could feel was something | shouldn't have felt. No Jedi ever should. My 
neck no longer seemed capable of supporting the weight atop it and my head fell back against 
the prickly foliage. A cold shiver ran through me and suddenly | longed for the hot twin suns of 
my youth and the knowledge that my mother was just meters away - safe and alive. 


Invisible screams filled the air. It had been a night awash in revenge, death and blood. | could 

smell it on the breeze. It tainted the sweet air with its coppery metallic bite. | could see the life 

blood, a creeping red tide slowly spreading from beneath the corpses to stain the golden sand. 
Accusing dead eyes staring at me through the flames. My mother's eyes. 


"I'm so proud of you, Ani." 
It was time to face what | had done and what it meant. It was time to acknowledge the truth. Yet 
| wavered. There was still the chance that | could tamp down on it all, repress everything and 


just go on as if nng hng had ever happened. | didn't want to examine that night. | didn't have any 
desire to analyze the events that had defiled my soul and besmirched my Jedi vows. 


105 


A helpless anger swept through me and the next thing | remember was my fist hitting the 
column again and again, smashing the vine and ripping through the leaves so | could hit the 
coarse stone with nothing to separate my flesh from the unforgiving surface. Pounding, 
pounding away - pushing at the taunting voices in my mind while at the same time obeying 
them. 


It had found me, the dark energy that wended its way through the paths of my brain with eerie 
familiarity. How did it know me so well? 


"Anakin? What are you doing? Anakin!" The panicked voice came from directly behind me but | 
didn't pay it any heed. Only that dark, rasping voice insinuating itself in my head was important. 


Cold fingers dug around the waistband of my sleep pants and then | was tugged out of reach of 
the column with a sharp yank. With a cry of frustration and rage | swung around to fight off 
whoever had dared to interrupt me. My metal hand closed around a wrist in a cruel grip. Jerking 
the intruder forward, | had already drawn my fist back when the red mist clouding my vision 
dissipated and | realized it was Padme who | was about to hit. 


| dropped her arm as if it were a live flame and backed away in horror at what I'd almost done. 
Once again | felt the vines press into my flesh. My knees suddenly gave way and | started a 
slow, helpless slide to the floor. The descent allowed the vines to scrape against my skin, 
carving ugly, red furrows down the length of my back. The biting sting of the rough bark barely 
registered. 


The image of Padme's white face blanching in fear floated before my eyes. A low, animalistic 
groan rose from me and | buried my face in my hands. All sense of reality stopped. | was ina 
black hole with no way out. 


"Anakin?" A soft voice whispered. 


My head jerked up to find Padme crouching in front of me. My hope that it had been a horrible 
hallucination died. | had been so engrossed in my pain and shame that I'd forgotten she'd 
actually been there, that | had almost struck her. My Jedi senses were so dulled; | hadn't felt or 
heard her approach. | stared at her as if I'd never seen her before. 


Night had started to release its hold on the sky. The dark had begun to fade and the pearly pre- 
morning light lent an ethereal glow to the skin visible above the crossed edges of Padme's robe. 
Despite the whirling images and tumultuous emotions raging below the surface, the first thing | 
wondered was if she was wearing anything beneath the deep blue velvet that hugged her every 
curve. Instantly | felt ashamed at that highly inappropriate thought. What was wrong with me? 


Beneath a brow knitted with worry, Padme's chocolate eyes glowed back at me with concern 
and apprehension. I'd never felt colder in my entire life. 


Her hand came out to gently caress the side of my face. When | didn't react she sank down, 
coming to rest on her knees. 


"What is it? What is wrong?" 


What was wrong? What wasn't? How could | tell her that she had married under false 
pretenses? Would it matter that | hadn't fully recognized the truth myself until just moments, or 
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had it been hours, ago? I'd lost track of how much time had actually passed before she found 
me. 


"Anakin." Padme's voice became urgent, her distress telling as she lost her formal manner. "Tell 
me what's wrong. You're frightening me." 


Yes, | was good at that. 


Padme leaned forward to capture the hand | held cradled to my chest. Her gasp at the sight of 
the bruised and torn skin sounded overly loud and out of place amongst the soft cooing of the 
lake doves overhead and the sigh of the wind through the leaves. 


| offered no resistance when she drew my injured hand away from my chest and placed it 
carefully in her lap. My mind was numb. | felt detached from everything; the feel of the stone 
beneath me, the vines at my back, the heady perfume of the flowers, and the girl sitting before 
me tending carefully to my self-inflicted injury. It was as unreal as the events in a holovid. 


Padme was muttering under her breath in Nubian as she took the corner of her robe and 
dabbed at my hand gently, trying to stem the flow of blood and wipe away the bits of bark that 
clung to the flayed skin. | let her tend to it without protest, enjoying having someone minister to 
my hurts who didn't accompany the proffered aid with a lesson on what I'd done wrong - again. 


Mumbling something about bacta spray, Padme made as if to rise. 
"Don't go." 
{Your presence is soothing} 


Still holding my injured hand, she looked me straight in the eye with an expression that said if 
she delayed nursing my wounded hand, | was going to tell her what thene sne she'd witnessed 
had been about. | sighed in resignation. She had a right to know. 


"There's something | haven't told you. Something you should've known before we were 
married.” | said in a voice devoid of all emotion. 


Padme frowned, the lines of her body automatically tensing in anticipation and fear. 


| shuddered apprehensively but it was too late to go back. So | told her. | told her about that 
night at the Tusken camp but in far more detail than I'd dared before. | described how the dark 
energy had hummed in my veins as I'd given in and let my anger take me over. How the raw 
surge of pure power had been at my fingertips, letting me perform feats I'd never thought 
possible. How the screams of the dying had filled the air. How the blood had made it look as if 
the desert were weeping in sticky, red tears. 


| stared off into the distance, into the room where hours earlier | had taken Padme for the first 
time as my wife. 


"The sand people aren't supposed to scream when they die." | whispered almost to myself. "But 


they do, Padme, they do." My eyes shifted swiftly back to hers and the chill that ran through her 
also ran through me from the contact of our hands. 
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Padme looked away, the fingers of her free hand unconsciously playing with the same corner of 
robe she'd used to clean my hand. | watched as she absently squeezed the fabric again and 
again. | saw my blood stain her hand. 


The muscles of her throat worked furiously as she struggled with the gory tale | had just told her. 
When she turned back, | expected to see tears but there were none. Instead her eyes burned 
bright and hot. | took a deep breath in preparation for what had to be said next. 


"There's more." 


And | told her something else. Something | had conveniently left out that night in the garage. | 
told her that | had liked the surge of pure energy, the feeling of invincibility, the feeling of being 
all powerful. | explained with an unconscious gleam of power-lust in my eyes the way the Force 
had sparked in my blood and inflamed my senses. That | had tasted what could be and found it 
delicious. 


| fell quiet then, lost to that intoxicating memory for all the wrong reasons. What little remorse I'd 
been feeling dissolved away and | heard the call of the dark side in my head. But its voice was 
soft as if it knew it only had to bide its time before | would fall to it again. In the meantime it 
contented itself to gnawing away at the insides of my head. 


Shifting my attention back to the brown haired figure still holding my hand with a tenderness | 
didn't deserve, | reached a metal finger up to run from her temple to her chin. Padme's lips 
parted in a tired sigh. 


The silky silence stretched out for an infinite amount of time. The first rays of sunlight began to 
pierce the now gloomy interior of our bedroom. Warm, golden light that cast doubt on all the 
ugly things I'd just revealed. Padme belonged in the light. But did 1? Where were the gods of 
mercy now? 


Padme's voice floated around me, breaking through the morning sounds like warm water 
through ice. | listened in growing disbelief as she reasoned and excused the majority of my 
actions away. It had been the shock of myher'her's painful death, her murder at the hands of a 
vicious tribe of Tusken Raiders. It had been the wretched separation from the only family | had 
ever known at the too young age of ten. | had done battle, she said and the women and children 
who'd been my victims had been the unfortunate and sad casualties of a war their men had 
started when they'd chosen to kidnap and torture an innocent woman. 


Every word, every excuse both comforted and disturbed me at the same time. | watched as she 
brushed a curling strand from her face and left a streak of blood, my blood, across her cheek. 
The urge to be sick nearly won out. 


What had | done? 

She was willing herself to believe the lies that were spilling from her lips. She was willing herself 
to look away from the truth, the horror of what | had just confessed. Padme was walking from 
the light into the shadows with her eyes wide shut. 

That's when | knew that | was corrupting her. That if | wasn't careful | was going to drag her 


down with me. | couldn't let that happen. | had to protect her or I'd be risking reducing her to a 
mere shadow of the person she was, the very person | had fallen in love with on sight. 
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At that moment | made a vow to myself. | resolved that should | slip again, | would not tell her. | 
alone would carry the burden of letting the darkness take me over. | couldn't bear for anything 
ugly to touch her ever again. I'd vowed to protect her and that vow meant protecting her from 
the conflict that pumped through my veins and the tempting power that whispered seductive 
taunts in my head. 

Ignoring the stinging pain in my hand, | pulled it away from Padme's gentle touch and hauled 
her forward, bringing us both to our knees. With my hands framing either side of her face, | 
pressed my mouth to hers, whispering against her lips. 


"Don't ever leave me. Promise me that." | spoke the words into her mouth; desperation and pain 
resounding with every word. "Promise, Padme!" 


"Never, Anakin, no matter what happens." She panted fiercely, her hands tangling themselves 
about my neck. 


| didn't occur to me until years later that if she could learn to lie to Obi Wan and her own family 
then she could also lie to me. 
TBC 
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Chapter 11: The End 7 


A Lesson Taught - A Lesson Learned 
"Slyly, the devil smiles 
in the face of coyness, 
seduces deafly, 
ravages greedily..." 
Shawne Mikula 
| lay on the cool marble floor staring sightlessly at the classical mosaic tiled ceiling high above 
me. | had stopped at 293,454 when my vision had rebelled and begun to blur. The desperate 
hobby of counting the tiles making up the colorful scene of some Nubian legend had long since 
lost its bewitching allure. Maybe tomorrow | could watch paint dry to spice things up, | thought 


with heavy sarcasm. 


It was a losing battle trying not to steal longing glances at the rapidly darkening patch of sky still 
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visible over the tops of the overgrown bushes just outside the large window. It only served to 
remind me that the picnic Padme and | had planned was not going to happen. A damn shame 
really, since I'd actually talked her into wearing that same dress she'd worn on the only other 
picnic we'd ever been on. 


Thoughts of replaying the seduction in the meadow, this time without that annoying running 
away part, had been abandoned reluctantly. | sighed heavily; making sure the figure in front of 
the HoloNet heard me. But if she did, she simply ignored me. No surprise there. After all, I'd 
made the same noise about once every ten minutes for the past two hours with little to no effect. 


| wiggled my stiffening left arm that was folded beneath the back of my head like a makeshift 
pillow. My hand had all but healed thanks to the bacta spray and a oft used Jedi healing 
technique but it still ached a bit. With a yawn of pure boredom, | stretched my legs up to their full 
length and rested them irreverently against polished stone. Carefully | place my feet flat against 
the wall looking for all the universe like | was propping the wall up, as if | alone were responsible 
from keeping it from collapsing in on itself. 


Yet another sigh blew past my annoyance pursed lips. I'd already levitated everything it was 
possible to in the room - twice. Though, when I'd gone to do the same with Padme's chair, with 
her still in it, | had been forbidden to float anything else while she was visible to other people on 
the other side of the screen. 


"Spoilsport." | muttered again under my breath. 


My eyes traced a golden vein in the one of the marble slabs for a moment and then | turned my 
attention to the room I'd been imprisoned in since midday. It was a circular room with a grand 
domed ceiling and shadowed recesses ringed the edges. Once upon a time they'd held statuary 
or perhaps pieces of art nestled atop graceful marble stands but the niche's had long since 
been stripped of anything of value or fragility. Without their glorious pieces of exhibition, they 
looked empty and forlorn. When the retreat had ceased to be private property and had been 
turned over to the government of Naboo, the gracefully proportioned had had been converted 
into a communications center of sorts, though it was rather primitive by Coruscant standards. 


Even on holiday the Nubian officials who used the villa were not allowed complete solitude. 
Padme, of course, was no exception. In fact, | suspected that she was likely the worst offender 
when it came to making the choice between relaxing and trying to the the universe. 


| had quickly discovered that the only way Padme could salve her conscious about taking time 
off when the galaxy had just entered a war was if she were able to spend a few hours in 
communications with various senators on Coruscant. | had lost the argument. My protestations 
that it was only four more days away from her duties had fallen on deaf ears. As usual, she'd 
been impossibly stubborn and in the end she'd won a concession. With great reluctance I'd 
agreed to give her up for two hours every afternoon. 


| resented every second that took her from my side. Just that day at lunch we had come to the 
unhappy decision that | would have to depart Naboo the day after the next in order to avoid the 
censure of the Council and my Master. We had already pressed the issue longer than was 
entirely safe. 


Looking over at where Padme was conversing animatedly with some faceless senator a wave of 
sadness swept through me and | squeezed my eyes shut. Force knew how long it would be 
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before she could come back to Coruscant. And even then there was no guarantee | would be 
there. From my less than comfortable place sprawled on the floor | listened to the exchange with 
growing irritation. It was our second day at the retreat, the second day of being man and wife, 
and Padme had long since gone past the allotted two hours she'd promised me. In fact it was 
going on four. 


| cracked one eye open to find Padme frowning at me in exasperated disapproval at the 
undignified picture | presented. Something | hardly thought fair when it was her fault we'd been 
there for so long. Before | could stop myself | actually crossed my eyes at her. A choked back 
laugh was my reward. Then she turned once again to the screen. 


"There is one last person | need to speak with, Anakin. Then we can leave." Padme said with a 
distracted air. 


"Too late for our picnic now." | grumbled to myself, a sullen to mto my mouth. "Just wait till | get 
her back to the room though.” And for awhile that kept my mind completely and happily 
occupied. 


"Senator Amidala..." The man's voice hesitated and then grew warmer, less formal and more 
intimate. "Padme, are you all right?" 


The use of her first name jarred me from my decadent day dreams and | sat up quickly to see 
who was being so familiar with my wife. 


"Besides the war, you mean?" Padme's voice chided, attempting to distract the handsome man 
whose face radiated concern all the way from Coruscant. 


| barely knew Senator Organa but Obi Wan was acquainted with him. 


"You look...you don't look yourself. I've heard about your ordeal on Geonosis from Master 
Kenobi." Below the cam's line of vision, Padme's hands balled, bunching the material of her 
gown in quiet agitation at the mention of the Jedi Master. It still upset her to think that Obi Wan 
thought ill of her. My behavior the night before hadn't helped the situation either. 


Good, | thought with a grim smile. 


"That was almost two weeks ago. In his kindness, Master Kenobi has exaggerated a bit." She 
said quickly and very unconvincingly. Her poise was deserting her fast. 


The Senator from Alderaan was quiet for a moment. 


"My dear, I'm surprised at you. Jedi Kenobi is hardly one for exaggeration. After such a 
harrowing time you need to take a moment, step back and gather your strength.” Bail continued 
with concern lacing his voice. "You don't have to push yourself so hard, you know. It's not up to 
you alone to save the galaxy." 


Though that last sentiment was one with which | heartedly agreed with, | didn't like the way 
Padme's voice suddenly gentled in response. It lost that cool formalness with which she'd 
conducted all her earlier net meetings. It told me that there was affection and friendship 
between the two of them. 
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"Thank you for your concern, Bail, but | have sufficiently recovered. | am just a little tired today." 
Her head turned slightly te sie side for the merest of seconds. She shot me a veiled glance of 
teasing accusation before turning back to give her full attention to the Alderaani without missing 
a beat. "You will have to speak with Senator P'faeli. | spent almost two hours trying to convince 
him that the Jedi are not in league with Count Dooku. He was quite adamant." 


Bail sighed in commiseration. "I'm well aware of that particular Bothan's misguided beliefs, 
believe me. I'm only sorry that he took up so much of your time." 


"We do what we must." 


Bail chuckled and then looked off screen a second as if listening to someone across the room. 
"Of course." He murmured and then shifted his gaze back to his fellow senator. "| understand 
that Master Kenobi's apprentice is still on Naboo?" 


Once again, Padme's body language betrayed her. She wastenstense | was sure she would 
snap at any moment. 


"Yes, | believe he's a recuperating at a private residence at the invitation of the queen. | hear he 
is doing well and they say he should be able to head back to Coruscant in two days time." 


She was babbling a bit as she tended to do when she got nervous. Politics rarely had that affect 
on her and | was sure Bail knew her well enough to know she was acting a bit odd. 


Gods, if she jumped like that every time someone mentioned Obi Wan we were in trouble. 
Maybe my spur of the moment plan hadn't been as clever as | had supposed? 


On the night after our wedding, I'd misled her deliberately. | used the recent incident with that 
aristocratic fool back on the Coruscant's Pride to play on her apprehension and fears. | hadn't 
meant to - exactly. When | reached out and touched her shoulder and she'd whispered Obi 
Wan's name, | knew why. All her natural distaste for anything but the truth meant that her earlier 
conversation with the Jedi Master had been on her mind. Not only had she lied to my Master but 
to Master Windu as well. And it weighed heavily on her conscious that she'd had my medical 
report falsified by a medical technician who no longer even remembered the encounter thanks 
to me. 


Padme hadn't known that while still onboard the ship, I'd had a glimpse of the encounter through 
our bond. But | had been far too preoccupied with seeking out ways to rendezvous with her 
behind my Master's back to give it much thought or weight. He hadn't counted on that. 


Of course | wasn't happy about it but | knew why he did it. Obi Wan was a flirt and Force knows 
| hadn enn enough of it in the ten years of being his apprentice. The little hand kissing incident 
in the hallway had occurred for two reasons. The first was simply that it was how Obi Wan was. 
| had heard enough gossip and second hand information over the years to know that Qui Gon 
Jinn had been notorious for his liaisons. Clearly Obi Wan had learned at the feet of the Master, 
as | had learned at his. It wasn't something they actually taught but something you picked up by 
example. Attachment was forbidden but celibacy was not. 


No, it was the second reason behind his flirtatious gallantry that annoyed and irritated me to no 
end, though Padme was under the impression that it infuriated me, and I'd been only to happy 
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to foster that belief the previous evening. My Master was really rather clever and if he had 
played out his little experiment on someone else, | would have admired his strategy and 
methods. 


Obi Wan had long known of my feelings for Padme because | had been too nave and 
inexperienced to hide them from him for a good many years. Discretion doesn't really occur to a 
young boy. On far too many missions, I'd spoken of her too often in his presence, prattling on 
with adoration and youthful longings, not realizingt evt every word | uttered was filed away to be 
used against me at a future date should the occasion demand it. Mired in tradition and useless 
protocol, Obi Wan was very strict when it came to enforcing the code of the Jedi. And even 
though I'd toned my obsession down in later years, | hadn't been able to keep my enthusiasm to 
myself when we were assigned to protect the senator. 


By performing his charade, Obi Wan had hoped to provoke me into betraying the depths to 
which our relationship had taken root. He had known | would find out about his flirtation and that 
it would get under my skin. The suspicions raised on Geonosis had been only temporarily 
allayed and he was testing me, knowing that | would find out about his game with the senator. If 
| had rushed to find him or had treated him coldly at any point prior to our leaving for Naboo, | 
would've been yanked from the assignment and every effort would've been taken to make sure | 
never was alone with Padme again. But he'd failed and | had won. It had taken every boring and 
painful lesson learned under his tutelage but | had refrained from reacting to the possessive 
jealousy his action had inspired. Besides, after Benor, Obi Wan stood little chance of shaking 
me so much that | lost control. 


{As always you are lovely no matter the circumstances} 


It was when I'd accidentally gotten access to the full blown memory of Obi Wan kissing Padme's 
hand and using that honeyed tone he practiced on his conquests that it had all come together. 


So when Padme had unknowingly given away his game, | had the sudden inspiration to let her 
believe | saw Obi Wan as a potential romantic threat. It all came back to control. The incident 
with Benor had been a good start but my Master was the last straw on the nerf's back. | trusted 
Padme as much as | trusted any one person but you can never be too cautious. 


The slave quarters | had grown up in had been rife with infidelity and indiscretions. | 
remembered all too well the angry shouts and frightened pleas ringing in the air. Privacy was 
unheard of in those cramped alleyways and even the thick walls of our hovel could not keep the 
raised voices completely bay.bay. The more serious altercations had ended in maiming or, more 
often than not, in the violent death of one or both of the participants. 


The fault never lay on just one side, even as a little boy | had known that. However, | had seen 
the pain and anguish and the bloody deaths, and | was determined that neither myself nor 
Padme would ever fall into that trap. How better to insure this than letting her labor under the 
impression that | been betrayed by my Master? 


It also served another purpose, one that was far more important. It blocked off another avenue 
to which she could turn in the future. Just the thought of my wife seeking my Master for 
assistance instead of turning to me, her husband, was distasteful. Why that should be when he 
was the closest thing to a father I'd ehad had wasn't clear to me, it was just an instinct that had 
to be followed. 
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| didn't want her looking at Obi Wan like some shining example of the Jedi Knighthood. | was 
going to be the greatest Jedi ever, even Chancellor Palpatine believed that. He was a wise man 
and was doing his best to save the Republic. And | had high hopes that he could eliminate much 
of the bureaucratic quagmire that had taken hold in the government. Such an important figure 
believed in me and, after all, | was The Chosen One. 


Sullenly, | turned my attention back to the tail end of the conversation. Padme was once again 
the cool and in control politician. | came to my feet, being careful to keep out of the line of sight. 


It was only then, as | stood listening to the overly solicitous senator, that | finally started to 
appreciate the difficulties we would face. Our time would rarely be our own. Every moment 
would be doled out as stingily as a Hutt gives out kind words. Appreciation for Padme's 
warnings that even married, duty would have to come before all else finally struck their intended 
target. The melancholy thought fled though, as the farewells dragged on and on. 


Sith! Would their conversation never come to an end? 


| rolled my eyes in irritation and shifted from side to side impatiently. Senators as a whole 
seemed genetically incapable of just saying a simple goodbye. Instead there were seemingly 
endless rules of protocol and etiquette that had to be followed and carried out before both 
parties could safely cease transmission. I'd never known that the fates of so many worlds 
depended on such ridiculous and complicated rules of formality and antiquated traditions. In 
watching the diplomatic dance before me, | could've easily been excused from thinking that 
entire systems would spontaneously combust if their representative failed to bow when they 
should've curtsied or wished their fellow senator many happy returns instead of complimenting 
the health of their family. 


Then just when | thought | couldn't take another trite statement, the transmission was over. The 
room fell quiet, truly quiet for the first time since we'd entered it. | crossed my arms over my 
chest in mute annoyance. | wasn't going to make this easy for her. She'd promised to keep it to 
two hours and on her first day had failed miserably. 


Padme stood and stretched like one of those sleek Corellian cats that were prized by feline 
aficionados’ throughout the galaxy. My irritation ebbed slightly as | admired the sight of her 
supple body on display. 


| liked to watch Padme's every moment - day and night. My attentiveness still unnerved her but 
not as much as it once had and even less so since she finally came around to my way of 
thinking. My avid eyes followed her everywhere. | loved to watch her attend to her glorious 
cascade of hair, laugh with the retreat staff as if they were family, | even liked to watch her pick 
out the clothes she planned to wear. | was fascinated with they way she walked, the way she 
ate with delicate little nibbles, the way she sipped her wine. | would wake up earlier on purpose 
so | could mentally trace every line of her face, every curve of her body, and memorize her 
scent - though it was already firmly imbedded in my psyche. And after my eyes were satisfied, 
my hands would follow. 


The weight of my gaze sent the now familiar ripple through her body. Anticipation, excitement, 
apprehension. They were all rolled into an explosive package that | craved. She turned, smiling 
uncertainly at my forbidding stance, her expression both apologetic and resolved. Duty first, her 
eyes said as she slowly made her way over to where | was leaning against the wall. You now, 
said the sway of her hips. 
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| waited until she was standing right in front of me in that dress that made her look like a faerie 
princess. 


"Two hours, Padme. You promised me." | hated the petulance in my voice but couldn't seem to 
keep it. 


"I'm sorry, Anakin. It could not be helped." She smiled prettily, trying out her feminine wiles to 
entice me out of my sullen mood. 


It was working. 


Padme pressed forward and | had little will to stop myself from taking her in my arms. My 
resolve to make her work for my mood improvement was melting away at a swift rate. | could 
feel the hard lines of my face soften as she came up to place tiny kisses on my neck, working 
her way up to where my mouth ached for hers. | slid my hands around her waist, remembering 
when I'd done that the first time she'd worn that dress 


"| will make it up to you." Padme's words whispered along my jaw. The seductive tone shivered 
downwards, swirling jolts of electricity in my gut. All types of possibilities raced through my fertile 
imagination. Did she realize what door she had just opened for me? Probably not. But the offer 
was on the table and | had no intention of letting it sit there to die a ly dey death. 


| pulled back so | could look into those incredible eyes. The pure light of trust and love sparked 
back at me. Once, she had fought me with all the weapons at her disposal but now she was with 
me to the end. It was us against the rest of the galaxy and at that moment in time, | thought she 
would stand by my side no matter what. Only fools have such confidence but | would learn that 
much too late. 


"Make it up to me?" | smiled crookedly down at her long enough for her to entertain the idea that 
| was up to something. 


In one sudden motion, | lifted her off her feet and twirled us both into the closest recessed 
alcove. Padme's light-hearted laugh of surprise echoed off the hewn slate as | backed us up to 
the far wall. But instead of pressing her to the cool surface as she clearly expected, | placed my 
own back to the rough stone. Within the circle of my arms, Padme looked up at me, a knowing 
smile twitching the corners of her mouth. She raised herself up on the tips of her toes, offering 
her parted lips in a kiss. | stopped her just centimeters from completing the intimate contact. 
Surprise shadowed her eyes. 


"How are you going to make it up to me?" | murmured, my gaze roving hungrily over her 
upturned face. | was fascinated with every nuance, every subtle shift in her expression. | loved 
the way her eyebrow quirked at my seemingly obtuse question, the way her eyes lit up with a 
mischievous glint, and the way she wrinkled her nose in growing puzzlement. | had given an 
unexpected response in a situation she'd come to think of as predictable. 


My control needed to be reasserted and it was long past time for another lesson to be taught. 
The craving for her was growing and had been since she's first sat down at the HoloNet screen 
and slipped back into her role of politician - forgetting about me. 


| slid my awkward metal hand up to cradle the back of her head, the brown curls spidering 
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themselves around my false fingers, giving me a handhold to keep her face gently tilted to mine. 


"If | asked you to do something, Padme, something to please me as | pleased you last night, 
would you?" | queried in a satiny tone that crackled with underlying heat. My free hand came up 
to caress the side of her face with slow, feather-light strokes while | planted lingering kisses at 
her temple. 


Padme's breathe hitched in her throat at the silky promise woven into my words, and then 
quickened under the intensity of my gaze. Beneath the touch of my calloused palm against her 
creamy flesh she trembled delicately. The hands that had been pressed against the wall of my 
chest suddenly fisted, twisting the material of my cloak in a grip of h. h. As always her reaction 
to the intimate unknown pleased me. | hoped she never grew so blas that | couldn't shake her 
with my casually brazen attitude towards sex. After a long moment in which she tried to gather 
her shaken composure, Padme swallowed hard and lifted her eyes up to meet mine. 


Heat coiled in the pit of my stomach like a serpent readying to strike and my pulse leapt in my 
throat, pounding a staccato beat that sounded out my want and need for all of Naboo to hear. 
Brown eyes heavy with desire gazed back at me; the raw sensuality shining there sent a tremor 
through me despite my efforts to remain somewhat detached and objective. My entire body 
clenched with savage excitement and my stomach muscles spasmed violently. 


A pent up breath released itself and then Padme finally answered me in a hesitant but 
determined voice. "| want to please you too." 


| couldn't help the wicked smile of carnal anticipation that spread across my face and every 
muscle in my body tensed like an animal set to pounce. | could feel the telling tremor of 
anticipation, the thrill of trepidation that shook her slender frame. She was so tiny, seemingly 
fragile and delicate, but there was dura steel beneath that misleading exterior. Many a political 
opponent had found that fact out far too late and had suffered career assassination because 
they'd underestimated her. Padme had made some powerful allies in her short career as 
senator but she'd also made some equally powerful enemies. 


The touch of her lips on mine broke that frightening train of thought and brought me out of my 
reverie. A groan escaped me. | couldn't ignore the gift presented so enticingly. Padme gasped 
when without warning, | captured her lower lip, sucking the sweetness into my mouth, nibbling 
on the softness hungrily. 


She moaned against my mouth, her lips parting eagerly, allowing me to slip inside where | most 
wanted to be. | ran my tongue along every surface, every crevice, stoking the fire, imagining the 
delights to come. Her scent filled my senses, her flavor struck me anew. She tasted of the rich 
red wine she'd had with lunch at my urging and the shurra fruit she loved so much. 


She tasted of home, of love. Soon she would taste of me. 


As the kissed deepened further, her hands released their fierce hold on my clothing and slid to 
twine around my neck, pulling our bodies closer yet. At my side, a bent knee glided upwards, 
the inside of her raised thigh rubbing against the outside of my leg in slow, rhythmic invitation. | 
doubted she was aware of her seductive actions. She was following her body's instincts without 
conscious thought. The dormant passion that I'd successfully tapped into triggered responses 
too long suppressed. Padme was like a raging river released as the wall that dammed her 
crumbled - and it was all for me. 
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A whimper of protest rose when | finally forced myself to break away. Our ragged breathing 
filled the air around us. My flesh and blood hand cupped the side of Padme's face to keep it 
steady tra traced the curve of her jaw line with my lips, forging a path to the shell of her ear. My 
tongue flicked along the delicate whorls and her fingers tightened their tangled hold in my hair, 
nails digging into my scalp reflexively. On the heels of the hot breath that pulled another shiver 
of desire from her, | whispered what she could do to please me. 


We both pulled back - | to see her reaction and she to stare back, uncertainty written across her 
lovely fa Twi Twin spots of bright color burned her cheeks. Padme drew her lower lip in, 
worrying it with the edge of her teeth. Desire surged faster still through my veins. | found her 
girlish shyness refreshingly endearing, enchanting even. No jaded tastes warped her; no 
disappointments in love had disillusioned her and turned her cynical and hard. Padme was like 
a blank canvas just waiting for me to practice the artistry of lovemaking; just waiting for my 
brush strokes to bring her to life. | fully intended to cast a sensual spell so powerful she'd never 
be able to break free from it - for the simple fact that she would be physically incapable of doing 
so. | wanted to be the air she breathed, her sustenance, her comfort, her only refuge. It was 
only fair for that was what she was to me. 


The possessive streak she brought out in me sang loudly in my head. | leaned in once more, 
nuzzling my roughened cheek against her face, inhaling her scent and warming the planes of 
her face with my lips and harsh, jagged breath. 


"Do you know what that is?" | murmured into her perfumed hair, my mouth slipping down to 
press gentle, drugging kisses against her closed eyes, her cheeks and her brow. Briefly, | rested 
my forehead against hers as our bodies strived to get much needed oxygen to our taxed lungs. 
Luminous brown eyes stared back at me. | ran the tip of my tongue over her kiss swollen bottom 
lip and was rewarded with a helpless, inartite ste sound that was music to my ears. 


"Do you?" | persisted, insinuation warming my words. 


"Yes." She exhaled the positive answer with obvious reluctance and not a little bit of 
embarrassment. Padme displayed a virginal reaction of bewildered distaste for the act | had 
whispered to her and | was resolved to change that situation. | could feel the curiosity that 
lurked beneath the surface of her maidenly reluctance. My pulses leapt. We were half way there 
already. 


My lips moved over hers once more for a kiss that was barely there. Delicate brush strokes 
against her lush, ripe mouth. Mingled breath and dewy skin slid together in a slow, sensual 
ancient dance. 


"I thought you might." | murmured huskily. "You're handmaidens told you?" | could only imagine 
the girlish gossip that had gone on between the girl-child set apart from the rest of her world and 
the handmaidens chosen to be her liaisons. Set aside like some antique glass doll that couldn't 
be played with less she break into pieces. 


"Sab, she was the oldest. | did not believe her until Erita confirmed it was true." She whispered 
as | dragged my tongue down the slope of her arched neck, partaking of her honeyed taste. 
"But, Anakin, | have never..." 


My head snapped up and | met her startled eyes with a fierceness that hardened the contours of 
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my face. 


"| should hope not." | growled with a proprietary set to my jaw. But the glint of teasing humor 
dancing in my eyes belied my jealous words. 


My expression softened once more and | smothered the acknowledging smile that came to her 
with a quick kiss. The pad of my thumb danced over her cheekbone, gliding over the silky 
smooth skin. Gods, she was perfect. It was as if she'd been made just for me - and | for her. 


"I'll guide you, teach you." | rasped low in my throat. | moved to her neck once more, gently 
scraping my teeth down to the hollow of her throat. "But for now, show me what you do know. 
Show me, Padme. Show me and please me." Each command was punctuated with a flick of my 
tongue over the rapidly beating pulse that fluttered wildly beneath my lips. 


//Will you do this for me, milady?// 


There was no stiffening of her body at the invasive use of the Force thought. Triumph rolled 
through me like a churning thundercloud. With a low growl, | drew the tender flesh in with a hard 
suck, using my teeth and tongue to wring a sharp cry of pleasure from her. | smiled at the 'Oh, 
gods' that came spilling past her lips on a whimper. 


Grudgingly, | released the area now marked with my brand and lifted my gaze back up. 
Padme's eyes were half closed, her pupils dilated with arousal and her breath was coming in 
short, jerky pulls. | relished the sexual power | held over her body and mind as if it were the 
most valuable of jewels. 


"Will you take me in your beautiful mouth and lick me with that sweet, little tongue?" The sound 
of my voice, the meaning of my words brought the fierce color rushing back to her face. Even 
still, despite her unease of the unknown, the worry over the untried, she couldn't drag her eyes 
away from mine. 


/Yes// 


The word echoed in my head over and over. Spirals of excitement at the successful conquest 
tingled along every extremity. The implication of her using our bond without either verbal or 
silent protest sent my heart singing. That particular battle for which | had campaigned so long 
and hard was over. Victory was mine. But | had very little time to savor my prize. 


Under the web of enchantment, Padme's arms slinked down from where they were wound 
about my neck. Her small hands traced the hard lines of my shoulder and then came to rest flat 
against my chest once more. She took a tiny step back and regarded me with the aloofness she 
was famous for, hidiehinehind the faade that had served to mask her discomfort and unease 
from the likes of senators, Jedi Master's and, at one point, me. | supposed she had used it with 
the Chancellor himself. 


Padme's voice was hoarse with nervous emotion. "Take off your cloak." 
My eyes narrowed automatically at the order. It reminded me uncomfortably of the humiliating 
audience with Queen Jamilla when we'd first arrived on Naboo. The embarrassment at being 


treated like a child in front of those | sought to impress still burned in my memory; the taste of 
the perceived degradation still bitter in my mouth. But one look at the uncertainty flickering in the 
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chocolate depths of Padme's eyes as | remained unmoving was my downfall. Resolutely, | 
shook off the memory. I'd indulge her in this, | decided, and reached to do as she commanded - 
as only she could command me. 


The rough material pooled at my feet and | gave it an impatient kick, sending it sailing out into 
the communications room without a glance to spare. All | was cognizant of was Padme's 
attentive hands as they separated the layers of Jedi clothing before slipping inside to skim over 
the overheated flesh beneath. She drew apart the material, a sound of pleasured arousal 
coming from me as she ran her hands from my navel to my collarbone. | loved it when she 
touched me like that. Hungry, sensual, shy. The evidence of my enjoyment was threatening to 
ruin the whole erotic exercise if | didn't keep up my concentration. 


My renewed effort at containing my excitement was severely taxed however when Padme fixed 
her passion clouded eyes onto mine and then raked her freshly manicured nails down my chest 
as she sank to her knees before me. 


Breathing was suddenly impossible. My heart turned over in my chest and my stomach dipped. 
Seeing her in such a position of submissiveness was incomparably decadent like a supplicant 
before her heathen master. 


| watched with rapt attention as the utility belt slung around my waist briefly halted her progress. 
Padme's hands trembled with nerves yet it didn't take her long to find and release the clasp. The 
belt fell with a heavy clunk at my feet. With absolutely no regard for my lightsaber, the weapon 
that was my life, | kicked the belt in the general direction of the robe. The loud crack of my 
weapon against the hard marble floor barely registered. | had about two seconds in which to 
wonder how | was going to explain yet another damaged lightsaber to Obi Wan - and then he 
was the last thing | wanted to think about as | felt the first tugging at the ties of my pants. 


The last lacing gave way with a quick yank just as | thought | was about to scream in frustration. 
The sides of my pants were slowly pushed away to allow my semi-erect member to spring free. 
Padme stilled, a look of discomfort and trepidation crossing her face. For a moment | thought 
she might change her mind. After all, if she was intimidated now, she would be beside herself 
with apprehension in a few minutes. | caressed the top of her head gently, drawing her attention 
away from the twitching organ before her. 


"Stroke me. Explore me." | said encouragingly, keeping my voice low and hypnotic. But even | 
could hear the strain coloring my tone. It was costing me a great deal to exert the required 
amount of attention to control the urges of my body. Beads of moisture coalesced on my 
forehead and upper lip. 


Force, this slow torturous pace was going to kill me. 


| watched in wry amusement as Padme took in a deep breath and then resolutely squared her 
shoulders as if she were going out onto the Senate floor for a particularly difficult session. Warm 
hands contacted with the taut skin of my thighs and my hips jerked slightly of their own volition, 
sending my leggings down to my ankles. It was my turn to flush at the undignified sight | 
presented. Both of my reactions fascinated her and an impish smile curved her lips. 


"| wonder what the servants would think if they saw the Chosen One with his pants down to the 


floor and Senator Amidala on her knees?" Awkwardness momentarily forgotten, her voice was 
laced with amusement at being able to throw my words back at me. | gritted my teeth and was 
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about to retort when Padme finally closed her hand around my throbbing length and began to 
run her fingers along the shaft with a deliberately light touch. 


| gasped at the sensations washing over me. My head fell back against the wall and | welcomed 
the solid support it provided me. This was different than all the other times with those galaxy 
weary club women and their rapacious mouths. It was different because now this was with 
Padme. 


"| imagine they'd say 'What a lucky bastard’." | finally ground out breathlessly as Padme's grip 
tightened and began to stroke me at a slightly faster pacexquixquisite colors exploded behind 
my eyelids. | thanked the powers that be | was a Jedi, for without the Force to help me, | was 
positive | would have erupted just from the touch of her hand alone. 


My hand closed over hers to guide her further. | showed her how to apply the right amount of 
pressure, when to squeeze, when to be firm, how to set the pace. | taught her how to touch 
every part of me and even discovered some new ones through her trial and errors. Through it all 
Padme followed my lead, watching my body's reaction to her inexperienced ministrations with 
awe and growing confidence. Finally, it was too much and | knew it had to be very soon. Even 
control by Force had its limitations. 


| bit my tongue as she rubbed the tip back and forth with her thumb, her grip at the base 
tightening in pleasure-pain. | groaned her name and at the sound she looked up at me with 
dark, sultry eyes and a small smile of womanly satisfaction. 


"| need your mouth on me. | want to be inside you." | said in a long drawn-out hiss. | didn't like 
the desperation that sounded in my voice. Everything | did with Padme brought that hungry, out 
of control animal to the surface. | struggled to regulate the lust thrumming in every cell, every 
fiber of my being. 


As | stared down at her with burning eyes, Padme suddenly stopped the stroking sweeps of her 
hand and looked away, ducking her head shyly for a second. Uncertainty hung about her like a 
shroud. 


"| don't think | can do what you want with you watching me like that." She whispered softly, 
unease at my blatant hungry gaze momentarily wrestling control away from the passionate fug 
she'd succumbed to. 


| bit back a harsh bark of humorless laughter. "Padme, | want to watch you. And | want you to 
watch me while you suck me down." 


My finger outlined her lips as they parted in a kind of stunned embarrassment. "I want to watch 
these lips take me in." My finger slipped inside her mouth to brush her tongue which 
automatically swirled around the calloused provorovocatively. "| want to watch your tongue as 
you taste a man for the first time." 


Padme shuddered with need and she choked back a strangled moan. Instantly, | imagined the 
wet heat seeping from her core, the ju dam dampening her thighs, all in preparation for me. The 
heavy waves of her arousal rolled through the Force where they bashed against the walls of my 
skull and pulsated down to my groin. She closed her eyes for a brief second as she tried to 
assimilate everything, to apply logic and reason to the overpowering sensations racking her 
body and mind. 
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| gripped the mass of curls at the back of her head. 
"Kee ayu mon t'elet, Padme. Cor sur niatt en‘ay lor yu mit'ae." 


At my feet, Padme whispered my name in a voice raw with reciprocated lust. After the barest 
moment of hesitation, she leaned forward and touched the swollen crown with her lips, rubbing 
them there experimentally. Seconds later the sensation of her warm rasping tongue against the 
overly sensitized skin sucked the air from my lungs. My mouth went as dry as the Junta 
Wastelands and a wave of blissful dizziness drizzled in my head. Everything in my body felt 
heavy and thick, edgy and hot. 


"Suck me, Padme. Use those sweet lips." | ordered, my voice dripping with primal desire. 


One of Padme's hands smoothed its way up my thigh and around to grasp one clenched cheek. 
Brown, limpid eyes, full of drowsy sensuality, revealed themselves to me as she lifted her thick, 
sooty lashes up to meet my gaze. The hand wrapped around my aching shaft slid down to the 
base, and with a sigh of complete surrender, she took in the head, surrounding me with the hot 
moistness of her welcoming mouth. 


"Did Sab tell you about this? Did she tell you what to do with your tongue and teeth?" | groaned 
thickly as my hips jerked forward. Even with the white-hot heat breaking over my body, | still 
delighted in forcing a blush from her. She wouldn't admit it but she liked the things | said to her, 
the things | whispered in her head, things a lady like her wasn't supposed to hear. 


Besides the heat suffusing her face, the only response | received was the intoxicating feel of 
Padme sliding down my hard length. With no experience other than some highly suspect and 
very likely exaggerated tales from her loyal servants, she only managed to make it halfway 
before she slid back up. | expected her to release me from the heaven of her mouth but she 
merely stopped at the engorged head long enough to swirl her tongue along the weeping tip 
before sinking back down to engulf me. And all the while, just as I'd told her to, Padme's gaze 
remained glued to mine. 


The combination of those trusting doe-like eyes looking up at me while she inexpertly sucked 
and licked at my most intimate part sent what little blood that had somehow managed to remain 
elsewhere straight to my increasingly rigid staff. 


| mem memorized by the way her untutored mouth managed to do more for me than any of 
those women of experience I'd shared time with in the past. On her knees at my feet, Padme 
was worshiping me with her mouth, with her soft hands and those fathomless eyes. | felt like a 
god come to life. 


Words tumbled from me in a chant, a litany of discombobulated grunts and moans as | taught 
her all the things | wanted her to know. Under my tutelage | showed her how to relax her throat 
muscles so she could take me all in, and all the intimate touches and tricks that heightened my 
pleasure and allowed her to discover her own power. This was one area in which | didn't care if 
she held the upper hand. 

"Harder...gods... suck me harder." | begged almost incoherently. 


Immediately, she did as | requested. Her cheeks hollowed with each strong pull and the 


121 


delicious pressure began to boil over. My hand tightened its grip in her thick hair as my hips 
began to roll forward in a gentle rhythm accompanied by the bobbing of her head as she 
sheathed me again and again. Unbelievably, the head of my cock was hitting the back of her 
throat when | felt myself tighten and pulse as the pressure threatened to spill over. With a jerk, | 
pulled her head away before | was too tempted to find release where | was being engulfed so 
passionately, so utterly wantonly. 


Padme fell back on her heels, her chest heaving with exertion. 


| slid down the wall, wincing as the roughened surface reopened the still raw scratches from the 
night before. My long legs folded underneath me, my knees forced Padme to slip back onto her 
behind, her arms stretched behind, her hands splayed on the floor for balance. 


"Why did you stop?" She asked between staggered, gasping breaths. 


| never answered. Instead, | surged forward, pushing Padme to her back as | fumbled with the 
yards of material that comprised her cumbersome skirt. Two desperate hands joined mine, half 
shoving, half pushing the skirt out of our way. The air was filled with our labored breathing, my 
impatient curses and the sound of rustling fabric. 


Behind me, Padme tried to kick her shoes off but | stilled her efforts abruptly. | looked into her 
eyes, my face twithwith the ancient instinct to mate. 


"Leave them on. Dig them into my side when | make you come." 


Padme's head fell back and she rasped my name in a strangled voice. | thought she hissed a 
‘yes’ but was too intent on smoothing my hands up her shapely legs to take much note. As | 
reached the apex of her thighs | discovered a surprise. She wasn't wearing anythbenebeneath 
her dress but the silk stockings that ended mid-thigh. Instantly | imagined the feel off silk rubbing 
against my flesh as | plunged deep inside her, rocking into her until she screamed. 


| raised my head to find her furiously trying to undo the hidden side clasps holding her bodice 
together. Her hands were shaking so much she'd only managed three. | slid up the smooth skin 
of her inner thigh, finding them just as slippery with her juices as I'd imagined they would be. 
With one last flourish, | threw the last bit of skirt up to expose the cradle of her womanhood and 
growled at the sight. 


"Nothing underneath? Was this for me?" | asked hoarsely. 


| dipped one finger down a slick fold while my other hand stopped her from fiddling with the 
clasps at her side. 


"There isn't going to be time for that. This is going to be fast and hard." 

| was on her before she could draw another breath. My hands weren't careful as they grasped 
her hips and thrust in to her with one long stroke. | grunted as | slid my aching length into her 
wet passage to be squeezed by hot, tight walls that collapsed around me, conforming to my 
shape and girth. 

The first thrust ripped a loud cry of pleasure from between her lips and it ricocheted around the 
high ceiling only to be chased by the moans and desperate words of utter abandonment. Padme 
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repeated my name, interspersed with unintelligible mewling cries in a keening chant. 


Around my waist, Padme gripped me with her thighs, the heels of her shoes rubbing promisingly 
against my straining backside. The force of our coupling scooted us across the floor where we 
rutted like wild animals. Nothing else was on our minds but releasing the throbbing ache deep 
inside our bodies. 


It didn't take long, just as I'd promised. Padme bucked hard beneath me and dug her sharp 
heels into my flesh as she came in hard waves.e pae pain | had asked for pulled me over the 
edge and then | was tumbling down, coming in pulsing bursts, streaming my essence into her 
waiting warmth. The convulsing walls squeezed me again and again, drawing out my every 
drop. Finally, with one last burst of hot seed, | collapsed on top of her quaking body, completely 
and blissfully spent. 


The strength it took to lift my head to whisper in her ear was worth every painful tug. 


"Tonight, milady, you can show me again how much you've learned. And this time", | reached to 
trace her trembling lips, "| won't pull away." 


My mouth then covered hers, crushing her reddened lips beneath mine possessively as | drank 
her last breath down. 


TBC 
Feedback very much appreciated. 


Chapter 12: The End 8 


Days to Remember 


"They are not long, the days of wine and roses: 
Out of a misty dream 

Our path emerges for a while, then closes 
Within a dream." 


Ernest Dowson 


The gentle patter of raindrops splashing against the broad, green leaves sheltering the balcony 
mixed companionably with the distant low rumbles of thunder that rolled down from the 
mountains before traveling across the rippling surface of the lake. The balcony doors were flung 
open wide as they always were. No one worried about damaging water reaching the interior, the 
threshold was too far back and too well protected by the flowering canopy for there to be any 
chance of that happening. The result was the feeling of living out of doors without the fea the the 
elements to spoil the mood. 


Lazy puffs of air stirred the curtains. The breeze floated in the smell of fresh rain and damp 
vegetation to merge and mingle enticingly with the clean scent of expensive linens. | settled 
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deeper into the thick bed cover as | stretched and yawned in silent contentment. Such luxury 
wasn't something | was accustomed to as a Jedi. Temple accommodations were utilitarian, 
sparse and practical. Except for the Temple garden, everything there was hard edges and 
bland, the colors of the living quarters dull earth tones. My childhood in the slave quarters had 
been spent sleeping in a tiny room on rough hand loomed blankets layered atop only the 
thinnest of pads. The level of decadent comfort available at the retreat was a revelation. Indeed 
all of Naboo seemed to enjoy a higher standard of living than many of the worlds I'd visited with 
Obi Wan. | wondered if they realized how very fortunate they were in a universe so full of ugly 
things. 


Behind my closed lids | could see the glow from the brazier fire the servants had lit. The heat 
from the flames reached out and stroked my face like the rays of the sun. Not skin-scorching hot 
like the twin suns of my home world but gentle, like the one that normally favored Naboo. | 
frowned. At that particular moment | wasn't too thrilled with its absence, no matter the current 
level of my comfort. Our last opportunity for a picnic had been a wash, literally. 


The morning started out with the familiar blue skies and those same fleecy white clouds | 
remembered from our first foray, the ones that kissed the far off mountain tops before eventually 
drifting lazily by overhead. Padme and | set out for the high meadow as more clouds rolled in 
but were too busy talking and picking our way up the hillside to pay any attention. Though even 
had we been standing still and silent, | likely wouldn't have noticed anything except her. 


Always her. 


The first fat drops of rain started falling before we'd finished spreading the blanket on the 
ground. Valuable time was wasted as we lightly argued whether or not we should wait it out. Our 
decision was made for us when the air was filled with a resounding explosion of lightning and 
thunder, too close for our safety to be called into question aongeonger. The darkened 
landscape lit up with the stunning vibrancy only lightning can cast and then we were sprinting for 
the welcome shelter of the retreat. 


Two picnics with the same outcome - both ending before they should have and both ending with 
us running down the hill as if the Sith hellhounds were on our heels. Only the motive for our 
flight was different. No longer was | chasing Padme. Since that first visit to the meadow, | had 
captured her, won her love, and that second time we ran hand in hand. 


| ignored the vicious whisper that reminded me | hadn't so much as won as I'd stolen the love | 
was flaunting to myself. 


We arrived back at the villa out of breath and soaked to the bone. Padme's hair was plastered 
to her skull, giving her the appearance of a drowned womp rat. Or what | imagined one would 
look like since drowning was never much of a problem when living on Tatooine. The curling 
ends of her hair hung down her back, sleek and heavy with moisture that dripped chilly water. 
Rainwater puddled at our feet and our muddy foot tracks marred the once pristine polished floor 
of the entryway. 


Members of the staff descended upon us the moment we rushed inside. Above the din of the 
storm, it was nearly impossible to make out Padme's contrite apologies for creating such a mess 
over the maternal sounds of the servants cooing and clucking. One of the older women had a 
dry blanket around their honored guest shoulders instantaneously and Padme shot me an 


124 


embarrassed, put upon glance as she diplomatically accepted their attentions. So | wasn't the 
only one who didn't like to be treated like a child, | thought with a smug look. 


Seconds later the women had whisked her away leaving behind my shattered hopes of being 
the one to divest her of each sodden piece of clothing personally. | glowered at the sour faced 
old man assigned to attend to me by one of the harried ladies as if he were responsible for 
ruining my day. He started forward reluctantly but | dismissed him with a wave of my metal hand 
- the sight of which both fascinated and repelled him simultaneously. Without a word, | left him 
standing in the hall wearing an expression of profound relief and made my own way to my room. 


It was an almost an hour before | was able to go to her. 


The reason for the delay, the reason for my increased level of annoyance, was a pile of talkative 
machinery. After searching his newly updated data banks, Threepio had made the horrifying 
discovery that Jedi weren't allowed to have possessions. As | struggled out of my wet clothes 
and tried to get to the refresher, | had to listen to a worried oration that grew increasingly more 
agitated as the minutes slipped away. The only thing missing from the scene were the sarcastic 
beeps and chirps from Artoo, who was thankfully no where to be seen. The shorter droid had 
the unfortunate talent of spurring Threepio's rants on by interjecting his own wordless, and I'm 
sure quite derogatory, commentary. Their constant bickering on the way to Naboo had ended 
only when | abruptly flipped the distracted protocol droid's power switch off. 


"Master Ani..." 


"Don't call me that." | snapped automatically, my dislike of my childhood name showing in my 
irritable tone. 


"But what will happen to ME?" Threepio cried with barely a pause. "Surely you won't sell me. Or 
give me a way? Who knows who | will end up with - why it could be one of those dreadful Hutt's 
or a dug or a...a...Corellian!" 


Threepio's mechanical voice raised several octaves in horror and | had to grin. It was the same 
high register Obi Wan had spoken in after I'd accidentally kneed him during our last saber 
practice session. After all the cuts, burns and bruises, not to mention the verbal tongue lashings 
I'd suffered through, | hadn't been all that sorry about it. He'd walked funny for a least an hour 
afterwards too, | remembered with a widening smile of remembered satisfaction. 


The door of the refresher slid shut in Threepio's face leaving me in quiet solitude to take a hot 
water fresher and clean myself up. However, | hadn't counted on his persistence. When | re- 
emerged, the droid resumed the conversation as if it had never been interrupted. 


"Perhaps Master Owen would take me back?" 

| choked back a sputter of laughter as | hunted for my sleep pants, the only thing on hand that 
was both clean and dry. Take him back? Owen couldn't wait to see Threepio's dull metal 
backside disappear up the ramp of Padme's ship. | doubted anything could induce him to accept 
the gabby droid evad iad it been a feasible option. Since the interruption at the Naberrie home, | 
was beginning to appreciate my step-brother's position on the subject. 


"They'll turn me into scrap metal, I'm doomed!" Threepio wailed sadly. 
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Sith. | couldn't decide if | was amused or irritated at how easily I'd been maneuvered by the men 
of the Lars family - though now that | thought about it, Beru was more likely the one pulling the 
strings. She was quiet but her eyes had been watchful and all knowing. I'd sensed a practical 
head on her shoulders. 


"Threepio, we'll work it out." | promised as | finally located my pants and slid into them. "Maybe 
you could work in the Temple library." 


"Oh, Master Ani - kin, would that be possible?" The droid grabbed onto that feeble thread of 
hope with desperate hands. 


"| don't know. But | do know I'm not talking about it anymore today." | turned to him and wagged 
a finger in warning. "| don't want any interruptions from either you or Artoo - is that clear? We're 
leaving for Coruscant tomorrow and we'll...no, scratch that, I'll have enough time to figure 
something out by the time we get there. Understood?" 


| hated being short with my childhood companion but he picked the most inopportune times to 
barge into a room or start up pointless discussions. The bright electronic eyes gleamed back at 
me through the murky light of the storm darkened room. 


"I'll make sure that Artoo behaves himself. You have my word." He reassured me. 


My groan was audible. How was it that an astrotech droid designed for mechanical upkeep 
seemed to understand what was going on around him better than a droid designed for protocol? 
| made yet another mental note to look into Threepio's programming when | got back home. But 
as | slipped through the double doors and made my way across the balcony to the room where 
Padme waited, the problematic droid retreated back into the shadowed recesses of my mind. 


M> 


My eyes flickered open reluctantly at the sudden sharp pop-crackle followed by the hiss of 
renewed flames as a piece of firewood shifted on the smoldering pile. | watched the sparks take 
flight, dancing and whirling in their last moments of life before dying out and falling harmlessly 
on to the old hearth. A figure wrapped in a deep blue velvet robe stood to the side watching the 
flames meditatively. 


Padme took a sip of wine from the goblet she held in one hand and ran her fingers through her 
tousled and still damp hair. At her feet were the scattered remnants of the aborted picnic lunch 
I'd managed to rescue only because we hadn't had a chance to unpack it before the heavens 
opened their deluge. | glanced at the gloomy sky through the doorway and grimaced. No doubt 
she was at that very moment making plans for our agreed upon two hour stint in the 
communications room. 


| rolled on to my stomach and cleared my throat. Padme started, looking as if she'd forgotten my 
presence in her room. 


"| thought you were asleep." She said, looking down at the contents of her glass as she swirled 
the deep burgundy liquid. 


"No, just thinking.” 
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| watched while she took a long sip. If she wasn't careful she wasn't going to be in any shape to 
make nice with the other politicians over the HoloNet. Immediately, my shoulders perked up at 
the thought. But even as it occurred to me, Padme set the half filled glass down on the little 
table and scooted it back, a clear indication that she was done. It was an odd little habit. When 
she did that it always seemed to me she was trying to put temptation out of her reach. And it 
made sense. Hadn't she pushed me away time and time again in an effort to keep me at arms 
length? 


Padme sank gracefully to the floor and leaned her back against the rough stone of the raised 
hearth. After fanning her hair out so the heat radiating from the fire could help dry it evenly, she 
reached for the small bowl of jinjo berries and balanced it in her lap. Engrossed in picking out 
the ripest one, she spoke without looking up. 


"And what were you thinking about?" 


"What we're going to do." | replied carefully, my eyes following her hand's path as she raised the 
berry that had made it through her intense selection process and popped it into her mouth. Her 
jaw stopped working for the briefest of seconds as she considered my words and then resumed. 


After a moment, over another low boom of thunder, Padme asked, "Anakin, what are you talking 
about?" 


"| live at the Temple, you live at the Embassy of Naboo surrounded by a detail of security 
personnel. Have you given any thought to how we're going to spend anytime together when 
we're both on Coruscant?" 


The bowl of berries was placed with a thump on the floor and pushed aside. 
"No." 


‘No’, just like that. No thoughts about how we could be together once we left that idyllic place. 
No time pondering the dilemma we were facing. But | bet she knows her upcoming strategy to 
try and end the war front to back, came the taunting whisper. | ignored the inner voice of reason 
that told me | was being selfish. How could | possibly weigh the good of the universe and the 
lives of all its trillions of inhabitants so lightly, it asked incredulously. Deep down | knew, just as | 
had known on the transport on Geonosis, that Padme was in the right. She was doing her duty, 
as always. But | shut that door and concentrated on what | wanted and what Padme wanted too, 
damn her She just wouldn't give herself permission to think of herself first. So | would give her 
that permission. 


"Well, | have." | said. My tone was firm and decisive. | had thought about our problem and 
reached a decision and that was the end of it as far as | was concerned. 


{You're arrogance has made you reckless} 


| silenced my Master's voice echoing in my memory with a rebellious scowl. What was he, my 
conscience? 


Padme inspected the velvet of her robe for non-existent lint with uncharacteristic fascination. 
The level of care she received both at the retreat and with Dorm meant she never had to worry 
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about the state of her wardrobe. The avoidance vibration was sounding loud and clear. 


Outside the soft splat of rain changed in tempo and intensity as another dark cloud passed over 
the villa in pursuit of its brother storm. 


"| Know somebody who'd probably let us use the rooms he keeps for an emergency." 

Wary brown eyes lifted from their unnecessary task. "What kind of emergencies?" 

| grinned as | thought of Yantur and his penchant for gambling. I'd met the Sacarrion at one of 
the underground clubs he ran on Coruscant and we'd become friends in the sense that he 
trusted me just a little more than he trusted the riffraff he normally associated with on a day to 
day basis. But after I'd saved him from being throttled by one of the local debt collectors’ thugs, 
he owed me. 

"Sometimes he needs a place to stay until things cool down." 

"Anakin, | do not think..." Padme began worriedly. 

"We have no choice." | interrupted with such serious conviction, Padme blinked in surprise. 
Continuing in a softer tone of voice, | said more gently, "There's no other way. We can't be 
together at either of our places. An apartment somewhere anonymous makes perfect sense, 
and you know it." 

"It would mean telling Dorm." She pointed out quietly. 

It was my turn to look surprised at the swiftness with which | had apparently won her over. Why 
couldn't that be the outcome of all our disagreements? My lips pursed with suspicion at her 
readiness to accede to my suggestion. 

"You think she would help us?" 

Padme smiled a slightly bitter smile. "I think she would be surprised if all this had not happened. 
She was there that day | packed for home. You do realize Dorm saw everything?" A shadow 
passed over her face and then it cleared and | was left wondering if it had just been a trick of 
light. 

{lam nupn up. You said it yourself} 

{Please don't look at me like that} 

{Why not?} 

{It makes me feel uncomfortable} 

{Sorry, milady} 

Dorm had heard us? She'd seen us? Gods, it was a wonder | hadn't been hustled out of the 
room by her security entourage what with the naked passion that must've reflected on my face. 


When Padme had turned back towards the wardrobe my mask had slipped and | hadn't been 
able to stop the floodgates from unleashing all my pent up longing and raw hunger for the 
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beautiful girl just meters away from me. When Padme's back had stiffened I'd been afraid she'd 
somehow seen or sensed the intense emotions burning in my eyes but I'd disregarded that 
notion immediately. | was certain | would've been slapped across the face if she'd known what 
I'd been thinking. 


"So she'll help?" | asked cautiously, waiting for the other boot to drop. 
Brown curls fell forward and then were swept aside. 


"| think she will. But | am still not sure about your plan." Padme hesitated and then locked her 
eyes on mine. "This apartment, where is it?” 


"The lower levels." | admitted reluctantly. "But the district where it's located isn't dangerous like 
some of the other parts." | hurried to reassure her, misunderstanding the direction we were 
headed in. As a Jedi, | really should've seen what was coming. 


"You have been there before?" The question was a little too nonchalant and there was an odd 
undercurrent to her words. 


"Of course, | wouldn't suggest it if | hadn't been there." | replied with a frown of puzzlement. 
Didn't she know that her safety was paramount to me? 


"Just with this friend or with someone else?" Padme looked down to where her fingers were 
nervously plucking at the material of her robe. 


| stared at her bowed head in growing comprehension. Sith! She thought I'd actually take her to 
a place where I'd been with someone else? Annoyance and shock spiked through me. Did she 
really think I'd do such a thing! And then it hit me. Padme was jealous! 


| scrambled into a sitting position, reaching hurriedly for my pants lying at the foot of the bed and 
then thought better of it. The hell with it, | thought grimly. | was off the bed and crouching by her 
side an instant later. Padme lifted her head defiantly and then turned bright red when she saw | 
was completely naked. Immediately she averted her eyes and would have scooted back if it 
hadn't been for the few tons of hewn stone at her back. 


"Padme, look at me." | demanded gently. 

Deep brown eyes slid to meet mine, carefully avoiding anything lower than my chest. 

"My friend, the owner of the flat, his name is Yantur. | went there one time when | kept him from 
being seriously injured by some people he owed some money to. That was the only time, all 


right?" 


"| still do not think this wise. We could find another way." She said stiffly, stubbornly refusing to 
acknowledge the information I'd just given her. But | saw the flash of relief in her eyes. 


Some of the tension eased away from her shoulders and neck and she lost a little of the worry 
that clouded her expression as she realized that | wasn't suggesting what she had originally 
thought. But from past experience with the stubborn senator, | could tell she was still not entirely 
ready to fall in with my plans. 
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"It's the only way." | said firmly before she could interject again. 


| brushed a tiny smudge of soot from her cheek, my fingertips lingering to stroke her face before 
slipping to caress the soft skin at the nape of her neck. Solemn eyes kept watch in the same 
manner they had the day I'd first kissed her. Once more | felt as if she were a skittishness 
animal, ready to run at the first impatient move. One side of my mouth curled in a smoldering 
smile and Padme caught her breath, her attention riveted. Slowly, centimeter by centimeter, | 
drew her forward until her warm lips met mine. 


Oh, gods, | was definitely addicted to the hunt. The seductive exercises | was constantly forced 
to perform were habit forming. Always before the women had been the ones to pursue me but 
not Padme, who needed constant wooing and careful handling. The never-ending chase left me 
feeling lightheaded, almost drunk with the power of the game. 


//You're the only one I've ever loved// 


The intent of a reassuring kiss faded into nothingness as | probed for admittance with my 
tongue. After a brief moment of hesitation, Padme parted her lips with a sigh and allowed me 
inside. Blood pumped fast and furious through my veins. The kiss deepened, growing harder, 
more demanding at my instigation, and | rose to my knees, bringing her with me. The metal 
hand I'd slipped around to the small of her back, along with the pressure from the one at her 
nape had Padme up and pressed against me before she realized what was happening. 


My wine scented breath shimmered across the delicate lines of her face as | left her warm, 
sweet mouth. | feathered my lips over the curve of her cheek, along the turn of her jaw, before 
starting the slow descent down the arch of her neck. Hooking two fingers on each side of the 
wide neck of her robe, | eased the material aside to reveal her soft, rounded shoulders to my 
hungry touch. 


The banked fire inside me was roaring back to life when the heels of Padme's hands abruptly 
pressed themselves hard just below my collarbone. She twisted her head away so suddenly; | 
was left kissing air instead of her scented flesh. 


"| have to go. |am supposed to contact Senator G'aliin today." The words came out ina 
breathless but purposeful rush. 


Savage need curled in the pit of my stomach. | didn't even try to hide the impatient growl that 
rumbled from my chest and my hands tightened around her bared shoulders reflexively. 
Through narrowed eyes | regarded her flushed face and disordered hair, her image too tempting 
an attraction. My thumbs stroked her satiny skin of their own volition. A tiny ripple traveled 
through her and that's when | knew there was no way in the universe she was going anywhere 
near the resented communications room. | had right on my side after all. 


"We've been here three days, Padme. By my calculations, at two hours a day you're already at 
your limit of six. The two extra hours from yesterday are about to be made up." One hand 
slipped down to lightly trace a circle around the hardened peak jutting out beneath the velvet. 
"It's our last full day...you aren't going anywhere." 


Padme bristled at my commanding tone. "Anakin, you are being completely unfair. You know | 
have to... oh!" The impassioned chastisement was cut abruptly short. 
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In a blink of an eye, I'd lifted Padme up and pivoted her swiftly to the side, sitting myself down in 
the process and settling her atop my thighs. | smiled to myself in smug satisfaction. My back 
was against the small couch angled near the fireplace, which was much more conducive than 
the unforgiving surface of the hearth for what | had in mind. We'd missed out on that same 
promising position before thanks to Benor and his cohort's untimely interruption. Not this time. 


| almost felt sorry for that arrogant swamp lizard. There | was with the most beautiful woman | 
could ever have hoped for and he was most likely lying in a cold, lonely bunk on his way to 
some desolate system. | could only hope. 


"Anakin Skywalker, let me go...now!" 


My hold tightened its iron grip around her waist as Padme immediately raised herself up on her 
knees in an effort to put her words into action. | had to give her credit for dedication. If all 
politicians were like her then perhaps the galaxy wouldn't be in the horrible situation it was. 


"Stay." | whispered as my hands slithered down to where the parted flaps of her robe gave a 
tantalizing glimpse of her legs. The outrage in her expression increased when she realized | 
was keeping her pinned to the floor with the Force. 


"You are not supposed to be using the Force like this. Obi Wan - inappropriate...grumpy...does 
that sound familiar?" She huffed. 


My hands curled around the flesh of her lower thighs, tickling the delicate skin with a ghost 
touch. A harsh intake of breath sounded above me and | began to trail my fingertips in random 
patterns over the sensitive surface. An involuntary sigh stole from her lips as the endearing 
warm blush spread slowly, staining her cheeks pink. 


"I'm not planning on telling him, are you? I'd like to be there if you do, though. Red becomes 
you." | said with an arrogant smirk. 


| listened with half an ear while Padme tried to reason with the unreasonable, putting her 
considerable diplomatic skills to the test. She did her best but the words could've been in binary 
code for all that my mind took in. | was far too busy working my way up the beckoning planes of 
her slim legs. A tug at my Padawan braid distracted me and | glanced up to find her staring 
down at me in exasperation. Padme was stubbornly trying to hide her body's betraying 
response to my touch but failing miserably - as usual. 


When would she acknowledge that it was pointless to resist the consuming flame that ignited 
Our senses and seared our bodies with its intensity? Still, | thought with a mental shrug of my 
shoulders, it was infinitely entertaining to watch her try. 


"Later... Anakin, | have an appointment." 

"Stay." | murmured again in a low, seductive voice, my heavy-lidded eyes refusing to allow her 
to look away. Tiny flecks of amber sparked under my sultry gaze. Beneath the robe my hands 
glided over the soft swell of her hips. 

"| can't." She said in a voice that was neither sure nor convincing. But it was an unwelcome 


reminder of that other time, in front of that other fireplace in the study, when she'd treaded 
painfully on my ds. s. So much had changed since then but her dedication to her responsibilities 
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and priorities had not shifted. 


Behind her, my knees slid up to brush her rounded cheeks, one more golden thread to wend its 
way around and keep her in place, bringing her just a little closer to where | wanted her to be. 
Under the increasing insistence of the hands stroking and caressing her heated flesh 
underneath the rich material, Padme's ability to argue began to falter and her breathing grew 
increasingly labored with every pass | made over her soft skin. 


Working from the inside out, | managed to free the sides of her robe to reveal the hidden 
perfection to my appreciative gaze. | turned my attention to that tight bud between her thighs 
next and was rewarded when Padme convulsively released her grip on my shoulders and the 
robe completed its fall from her body as her arms slipped uselessly to her sides. | whipped the 
robe away leaving us both free of all cing ing except one. Silky strands of hair, soft as 
gossamer, cascaded over my knees and down my shins as her head fell back under the 
knowing caress of my seeking fingers. 


The crackle of the flames blended with our ragged breathing and the pleasurable whimpers from 
Padme. Anticipation's desire ignited my blood and my excitement spiraled downwards to my 
rapidly hardening shaft. More, my body cried. More, my heart screamed. Force, | wanted to be 
buried deep inside of her and stay that way until | had to depart the following day. 


| stopped my ministrations and seized her waist, pulling her down until my aching cock was 
teasing her entrance. Padme's head lolled forward. Chocolate eyes drowsy with arousal, fixed 
on mine. Her breath caught sharply, a soft whimper sounded, and then her hands wrapped 
themselves over mine, not to hinder my progress but to urge contact quicker. 


‘Stay’, | whispered as | slowly pushed up into her tight sheath at the same time | eased her 
down, my pulsing length filling her, stretching her walls. ‘Stay’, | hissed as | gripped her waist, 
raising her back up a little quicker only to impale her once more. Her eyelids fluttered closed 
and she crooned low in her throat - a sound of urgency and submission. 'Stay', | commanded as 
Padme caught the rhythm and began to move with me, her body accepting my languorous 
strokes with quiet gasps of pleasure. 


| smoothed my hands up her torso to cup and fondle her breasts. Her nipples were hard pebbles 
against my palms even before | rolled them gently between the balls of my thumbs and 
forefingers. When | pinched the swollen nubs, Padme cried out in rapturous awe and a flood of 
desire coated my already slick erection. 


"Stay." | growled, forcing her to an excruciating slowness when | took control of her hips once 
more. 


"Yes." The word came out on a soft moan and her hands curved around my neck possessively. 
"Anakin...please...| need...gods, harder..." 


Triumph pushed me onwards and | kissed her long and slow, tasting every part of her sweet 
mouth. My tongue worked to devour her, twisting, mating, and thrusting against hers in primal 
promise. The soft mewling cries coming from her, as intoxicating as any wine I'd ever drunk, 
sent a tremor of hot lust through me and my flesh hand tightened convulsively where it had 
tangled in her hair. 


| pulled away, pressing onwards while | had her at my mercy. Tugging her head back, | 
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skimmed my lips along her collarbone while | continued to control our tempo with the metal 
hand at her hip. 


"And the apartment. We'll use Yantur's place, like | suggested?" | demanded, licking the hollow 
of her throat with the tip of my tongue, grazing her glistening skin with my teeth. | savored the 
slight taste of salt on the honeyed flesh. 


No words came but she shook her head in the affirmative. | pulled back, my eyes fixed on her 
expressive face. "Say it out loud, Padme." 


"Yes...the apartment...we'll meet there...Anakin." Padme pleaded, willing to agree to anything so 
long as | kept thrusting into her wet core, angling my strokes to hit the spot that gave her the 
most intense sensation. 


| sucked in a sharp victory breath at her capitulation. | felt no guilt about securing her 
acquiescence through what amounted to sexual bribery. Her reticence had been born of 
obstinacy and | would've prevailed in the long run, she would only have been delaying the 
inevitable. Padme was no match for me; | was too good at wearing her down. 


The rich scent of sex in the air around us, wet and musky, caught in my nostrils, driving my 
desire ever higher. Our mouths met and retreated, low grunts melded with the softly begging 
cries that tumbled from her in a mix of Basic and her native language. My hands moved 
restlessly, over her delicate shoulder blades, down the fragile knots of her spine, over her 
flushed breasts, around the curve of her hips. Padme's fingers bit into the flesh of my shoulders 
as she rode me, grinding her hips into mine. | was mesmerized by the sway of her hair and 
breasts, the way her body writhed with such beauty and grace. 


| pushed back the heavy weight of sweat-dampened hair, fisting it at the back of her head so | 
could watch her face as she lost herself in the throws of our coupling. Then | forgot everything 
but the sensuous rocking of our bodies, the feel of our skin dewed with sweat sliding together 
while we climbed higher and higher tos ths the slippery precipice together. 


"Do you know how good it feels to be inside you?" | rasped, the fervency in my voice as dark as 
the storm clouds that continued to thunder overhead. "Hot and wet, so tight, so delicious..." 


Heated arousal shone back at me from a pair of glinting brown eyes as she slid up and down 
my swollen shaft. The slumberous air of sensuality was dragging her under its hypnotic spell. A 
dangerous smile played at the corner of my lips. More, the voice of dark indulgence cajoled. | let 
my feet slide over the rug and stretched my legs flat, my metal hand still guiding her 
movements. 


"Watch, Padme...watch me fill you, see how hard you make me." Sin, thick and heavy, rolled 
with my words. "And how wet | make you." 


Padme faltered, thrown off kilter by my unexpected and wicked request. But like the proverbial 
moon moth to the flame, she was unable to keep her eyes from straying down to where | 
disappeared inside her sheath with every downward shift of her body. 

"Watch how you take me in." 


The air hissed in her lungs and | felt her inner walls crunch, contracting deliberately. Hot, 
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melting brown eyes shot up to meet and hold mine. They burned a fiery path through me, 
excitement at the forbidden shuddered through her. She was so close to the edge she either 
didn't care or notice the crude words | continued to murmur. 


"Do you see? Ki me'lu niam. Do you want more?" | asked hoarsely, barely managing to find the 
air to get the words out. 


Surrendering to me, her mouth opened on long, slow sigh. "Yes...please.” 


They were the same words she'd whispered seconds before | took her against the wall of her 
cabin and the memories they invoked washed over me, pulled me under and wrested all control 
from my sweaty grasp. A hoarse growl-cry was ripped from my lungs. There was one long 
moment of exquisite agony and then | was coming in hard, drugging waves, pumping my seed 
into her body, again and again, as she gasped and cried out her own release. | continued to 
thrust up, slamming her down on my cock while my essence spilled from her. Time stretched 
infinitely while we rode the climactic waves one by one and then Padme collapsed against me, 
her panting breaths heating my chest and neck. 


A surge of tenderness, satiated lust, and overwhelming love rolled through me and | hugged her 
roughly to me, crushing the very air from her lungs. Still lodged deep inside her, nowhere near 
spent, | sucked her earlobe into my mouth, scraping it gently with my teeth. 

"Again?" | murmured, sliding down the column of her neck, licking at the salty rivulets. 


Padme threw her head back, her mane of hair once more brushing against my legs. Delicate 
fingers tangled in my hair, urging me down to suck and tug at her pebbled nipples. 


"Again." She agreed, a raspy whimper escaping her as | grazed my teeth over one hardened 
nub. 


| smiled against her flesh. "| knew you'd see it my way." 
There was no more talk of leaving, or of politics, or of duty. Padme stayed. 
Neither of us left the room until we departed the next day. 


TBC 
Feedback very much appreciated 


Chapter 13: The End 9 


Desperate Farewells 


"Days of absence, sad and dreary, 
Clothed in sorrow's dark array, 
Days of absence, | am weary; 

She I love is far away.” 
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William Shakespeare 


The horrible sensation hit me the moment | stepped down into the water speeder. The warm, 
golden sunshine that had been caressing my face vanished beneath an innocent looking bank 
of fleecy white clouds, temporarily casting the surroundings into chilly, gray shadow. As | turned 
to help Padme in, | was struck with a feeling, almost a bittersweet premonition. Something was 
telling me | would never see or feel the sun again in that wondrous place. Even when the 
burning star reappeared to bathe us in its welcoming glow seconds later, | couldn't shake the 
surety of that thought. 


No matter how hard | tried. 


My strange mood had not improved by the time we reached Theed. If anything it had grown 
worse. Once on board, Padme and | barely spoke a word other than a few polite phrases of 
cordiality and meglesgless platitudes. We each were lost in our own thoughts of our impending 
farewell and all that it implied. Grief clogged my throat at the thought of leaving her. | stole a 
quick look at her stiff back and frowned. At least | assumed | was not solitary in my depressing 
thoughts. It was difficult to tell if she was suffering as much as | when she kept her face turned 
to the view and a tight rein on her emotions. 


| wasn't even afforded the normal comfort between lovers. By necessity the intimacy our 
anonymity had afforded us at the remote retreat disappeared the second we'd left its safety. 
Force! | couldn't even hold her hand for any longer than it took to assist her on to the shuttle. In 
the world we were moving back into, | was merely a bodyguard, the senator's protector - not her 
friend, not her lover, and most definitely not her husband. In the eyes of those who observed us, 
| had no right to touch her beyond the bounds of courtesy. 


It didn't help my increasingly foul state of mind that the further we moved from that idyllic place, 
the further and further Padme seemed to withdraw from me. It never crossed my mind that she 
was distancing herself in preparation for my departure. Nor did it occur to me that she was 
struggling against her deep seated feelings and her need to hide her sorrow and pain from 
others. All | knew was that she was pulling away from me, physically and emotionally. And it 
both frightened and angered me. All the reminders of the distance between our worlds, our 
positions, our very way of life, tumbled through my head like razor edged stones. With every 
pass they nicked and scraped at my composure, tearing away pieces of my soul. 


My insides were tied up in knots of dread and a sick nervous agitation. Maintaining that 
unnatural charade of avoiding all but the most necessary of physical contact was utter torture; 
one that was not alleviated even when we reached the bustling capital. Even with all our 
precautions, risk of discovery followed us everywhere. 


Padme eschewed her elegant wardrobe and instead wore a simple dress to help her blend in 
with the general populace. But her face was the problem. Not only was she a popular former 
queen but she was also a senator who'd been in recent holonews stories as the victim of 
several assassination attempts. Recognition in the city where she lived and worked was 
inevitable if anyone got a good look at her. The inconspicuous gown helped but it was 
Threepio's suggestion of a veil that brought some lessening in our fears. For the first time since 
departing the Coruscant's Pride, | found myself thankful | hadn't left the protocol droid with the 
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Lars after all. 


Padme produced a silk scarf from one of her cases and we attached it with some hair pins, 
weaving it into the same flowing hairstyle she'd worn on the picnic but without the crocheted 
ornaments on either side of her head - much too fancy for a working class woman seeing off a 
friend. When we'd finished her makeshift disguise the blue gossamer shimmersilk draped 
gracefully across her face, hanging dow jus just below her collarbone. The material stretched 
loosely over the bridge of her nose, allowing only her beautiful eyes to be seen. | had to admit | 
liked the effect; she seemed even more exotic than usual, like some mysterious princess who 
had to be kept from the prying eyes of any who would despoil her. 


My own attire was that of refugee, the same I'd worn on our original journey from Coruscant. If it 
hadn't been for my clandestine marriage, | wouldn't have bothered. With no need to for 
subterfuge, it hardly mattered if | traveled as a Jedi or a refugee, after all, once | stepped aboard 
my transportation home, | had no one but Threepio and myself to protect. And often times the 
Jedi garb alone ensured an unmolested trip. But in order to add one more layer to our 
temporary identities | had to play the part to the hilt. So the clothing that would have proclaimed 
me as a Jedi was safely packed in a small case borrowed from Padme's extensive collection. It 
was easier than risking having to explain to the curious why a Jedi escorted someone who 
appeared to be an average citizen of Naboo, or worse, being recognized by someone from the 
media. 


There were only so many Jedi mind tricks | could perform. 


The spaceport was a teeming mass of loud voices, warm bodies and hotter tempers. Civilians, 
mechanics, spacers, droids, traders; all hustled from one area to another with a purposeful air. 
Docking authority officers strode this way and that with datapads in hand and frowns on their 
faces, mentally counting the fees owed by any one particular ship. Humanoids and an 
amalgamation of species, all shapes and sizes melted together into a blur of vivid colors and an 
even more potent smell. The discordant jangle of alien languages was overwhelming. The 
resulting dull roar intermittently overridden by the sound of engines warming up for departure 
and high pitched whines fizzling to nothing as someone's journey came to an end. 


Shouts filled the air, some friendly, some in anger. Women scolded children running to and fro. 
Vendors argued with ground crews who jostled precious cargos too roughly for their tastes. 
Here and there a pair of bored looking security guaratroatrolled the fringes, arms hanging 
loosely at their sides, paying more attention to each others comments than their surroundings. | 
shook my head in disgust at their lax measures. 


A movement in a recessed door caught my attention and | took an automatic step closer to 
Padme, my Jedi senses on alert immediately. Through eyes narrowed in caution, | 
acknowledged the worst element to inhabit spaceports galaxy wide. Hand on the hilt of my 
lightsaber, | watched the disreputable looking characters flitting about, receding when they 
sensed any threat of detection only to reappear in another inconspicuous place moments later. 
Silhouette's with hard, dead eyes glittered from the dark halls and murky recessed doorways, 
constantly on watch from the shadows for any opportunity to take advantage of someone's 
carelessness, someone's weakness. 


Naboo's facility was cleaner and better maintained when compared to most ports of similar size 
and activity. But even in paradise you could never entirely get away from the basic criminal 
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element. What lowlife could resist a place where all too often the pickings were made laughably 
easy by distracted travelers and complacent guards? 


Two guards passed nearby engrossed in discussing their previous night on the town, making no 
pretense at doing their job. It was obvious the security details were still operating under the 
parameters set during peaceful times. From my limited observations, | suspected they were ill- 
prepared for the inevitable rise in crime the war would bring. Their world was in for a rude 
awakening. An increase in illegal activities was a truth that all worlds were facing now that the 
Separatists had succeeded in driving the Republic into war, especially with all the evacuee 
ships flooding the space lanes of any planet willing to take them in. Helpless and disoriented 
people drew the ruthless and unsavory like mynocks to power cables. 


Thanks to the actions of Count Dooku and his cohorts, the normal efficiency of Theed's 
spaceport was being overwhelmed. The last scheduled refugee vessel of the day had landed 
several hours earlier and was still in the process of belching out the last of its passengers to 
face their new lives on Naboo or to travel ever onwards in search of a home free of the unrest. | 
eyed the lumbering ship critically and decided that its passengers had been lucky to make it as 
far as they had considering its obvious state of disrepair. I'd never seen a sadder excuse for a 
spacecraft in my entire life - and in my travels I'd had cause to visit some of the poorest and 
least advanced civilizations within the Outer Rim. 


Wading through the sea of muddled bodies was like swimming upstream against a strong 
current. Our process was slowed even more when Threepio insisted on apologizing to everyone 
he bumped into. By the time I'd safely navigated all three of us through the worst of the throng, | 
felt as if I'd run the notorious Jedi circuit - twice. 


We approached our first destination without a word exchanged; my heart growing heavier and 
my gait slower with every step. Anxiously, | scanned the departure screens, dreading what | 
would find. A pent up breath blew past my lips and a trickle of relief soothed my aching head. 
The public transport ship, the one | was booked on, had arrived late and its departure was being 
delayed by almost an hour. A silent prayer of gratitude to the local gods chanted in my head. 
The tension that'd been building in every muscle of my body since leaving the villa retreated 
slightly. | had a reprieve, not much, but it was better than nothing. 


There was no exchange of relieved looks, no wistful smiles. Instead, once Padme had finished 
absorbing the same information as I, she spun purposefully on her heels and began to weave 
her way through the groups who'd gathered around us to find their own departure or arrival 
times. The only sign she gave of being in my company was a quick 'over here’ before she 
headed across the plaza. 


Frustration lanced through me. Her continued coldness was eating away at my insides in 
stinging nips. My mouth thinned in displeasure. | was getting the distinct impression | was being 
ignored and | was growing increasingly perturbed at being treated like an inconvenience. 


With Threepio and me in tow, Padme directed us across the way to an unnoticed courtyard. The 
pleasant and spacious area was yet another reminder of how gracious life on Naboo was when 
compared to other planets. There were no enclosed waiting areas, dirty, unkempt and 
disheartening to the weary traveler. Everything was well-ordered and comfortable, and | 
marveled afresh. 


The courtyard, located not far from the departure section was relatively deserted considering the 
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madhouse that lay not more than fifteen meters away. But most of the straggling crowd was 
from the refugee ship and they were being herded to an area set aside for the express purpose 
of processing them for housing and aid. It wouldn't be long before the spaceport settled back 
into its lazy late afternoon routine and things returned to something resembling normalcy. A brief 
respite before it would likely start all over again in the morning. 


Gravel crunched pleasantly beneath our feet as we walked to a carved stone bench placed 
invitingly beneath the shaded boughs of a thick leafy tree. But Padme made no move to sit, 
instead preferring to remain standing to quietly converse with Threepio as if | didn't exist. | 
frowned and collapsed onto the bench in a sprawl that would've drawn a disapproving grimace 
from my Master had he been present. A rebellious scowl broke at that thought and | mutinously 
slumped down into an even less seemly position. A brief sense of satisfaction flared as | 
imagined Obi Wan glaring down at me with his body language shouting his disappointment at 
being foisted with such an unruly Padawan because of one man's dying wish. 


Threepio and Padme moved a few meters away as she explained some arcane point of Nubian 
architecture, her hands making several sweeping gestures towards the rounded tops of the 
buildings and the carved friezes that ringed the upper level of the courtyard mezzanine. The 
droid listened in uncharacteristic silence, probably just thrilled someone was talking to him 
instead of scolding him, | thought dryly. Thank gods Artoo was accompanying the mountain of 
Padme's cases back to her parents house. | didn't think | could handle any more of their childish 
arguments. 


A tired sigh slipped from me and | tilted my head back to rest against the hard back of the 
bench. | stared up at the blue sky, so different from the weather regulated environment of 
Coruscant, and then let my eyelids fall shut. 


The stone bench was surprisingly comfortable and a sudden wave of exhaustion swept over 
me, my body instantly taking advantage of my inactivity to remind me | hadn't slept much the 
night before. The blame for which couldn't be laid entirely at my wife's door, | considered with an 
inner smile that faded immediately under the influence of my black mood. 


The tinkling sound of the courtyard fountain reached my ears over the hum of conversation from 
the mixed variety of beings passing by. It should've had a calming effect but it didn't. Once 
more, time had moved too fast. There was so much left to say, so many things | couldn't get out. 
It was as if every word ran for the exit at once, jamming together, damming my impassioned 
thoughts and feelings into a mishmash of hopelessly tangled syllables and sounds. 


In a muggy haze of sleep deprivation and a deep rooted sense of longing | knew would be my 
constant companion until we could be together again, the events of the past two months flashed 
through my mind. In every single one, the image of Padme figured prominently over everything 
and everyone else. Vty bty brown eyes - silken skin and hair - the lips that curved into a 
welcoming smile. 


‘Padme’, my heart sang with every beat. 


The long, cold, lonelyhts hts stretched out ahead of me in an endless vacuum. What if 
something happened to her while | was gone? Dooku was still out there, as was Nute Gunray 
and his insane personal vendetta. Captain Typho was good but he'd failed once already. Only 
the presence of my Master and | had averted the disaster of the kouhuns. If Padme had had to 
rely upon him alone that night, she would've been dead. | shuddered anew at that haunting 
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thought. 


Another unpreventable wave of sleep washed over me. The sounds of spaceport activity slowly 
faded and | spiraled down to a place | did not want to be. 


Fragments of a nightmare from the early hours of the morning came to life, whirling in my head 
like poisoned darts. The chill of stark terror reached out, enveloping me again in its sick, putrid 
embrace. | couldn't remember the specifics. There were no particular places or settings to recall. 
It didn't play out like a bizarre holovid as did most dreams or visions. It was different in a way 
that froze my blood and wrung a cold sweat from my brow. 


Some part of me was aware of where | was. | could hear Padme speaking softly to Threepio just 
a few meters away; could feel the breeze on my face as it rustled through the leaves above me, 
could feel the solid stone supporting my frame. But then all sense of reality faded and | fell back 
into the horrifying world that had tormented me from the moment I'd finally managed to fall 
asleep beside her. 


The taste of darkness swirling in my mouth. A gloomy, thick fog through which | could see 
nothing. But | could hear and | could feel. 


Crying somewhere in the distance - a keening wail of overwhelming pain tortured the air. The 
compulsion to seek out the source tugged violently at my gut but no matter which direction | 
turned lwaylways sounded as if it were coming from behind me. 


Too late, a venomous voice hissed, the past is past and you cannot go back and change it. 
{Too late... too late . . . too late} 


| could feel. And gods, | didn't want to - didn't want to feel the immeasurable loss, the loneliness, 
the ice cold terror clawing at my insides, the excruciating pain pummeling me without end. 


| couldn't find . . . something. | didn't know what it was but the need to find it panicked me so 
much my entire body shook in fear. What was it? Where was it? | couldn't breathe through the 
choking mist. Sinking . . . sinking into a black hole with a profound sense of. . . relief? Pain 
lessening. Panic fading. Then nothing - nothing but anger and hate working to dull my senses. 
Gratitude flooding me. Nothing left to feel - nothing left to mourn - just a wonderful deadening of 
the hurt. 


Completely dead inside - numb. 

{Jedi don't have nightmares} 

With a violent mental wrench, | pulled myself back from the abyss. My eyes flew open to find 
that nothing had changed except for my labored breathing and the cold sweat that bathed my 
body. Rough stone scraped my palm from where I'd clung to the bench for support. A sickening 
whirl of vertigo struck me hard. 

Oh, gods... oh, gods... oh, gods. 

Deep, even breaths helped somewhat to cleanse my mind and gradually my sense of time and 


place crept back into my awareness. But the lingering effects of my remembered nightmare 
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refused to be banished completely. It left me even more restless and desperate than I'd been 
before. Padme's dulcet tones drew my fierce attention and | grabbed onto her familiar voice like 
a drowning swimmer to a lifeline. 


She stood by the fountain, still talking to Threepio, while the droid cocked his head slightly to the 
side, listening with rapt attention. My needy gaze roamed her slender frame voraciously. 


The blood was pounding so loudly in my head | couldn't make out any other sounds but her 
quiet words. Only one thought was on my mind. One thought that repeated itself over and over 
ain in my h Wh When would we see each other again? When? How long? Around and around 
the question whirled, begging for an answer that wouldn't come. It was too much. I'd lost my 
mother forever and now | was being forced to leave behind my wife with no certainty of when | 
would see her again. 


My body was shaking so badly | thought | might come apart. wasnwasn't Padme affected by this 
unbearable sense of loss and heartache? How could she remain so calm? Resentment ripped 
through me, supplanting common sense and decency. 


Tension, nervous and edgy, wended its way through every nerve ending. All the insecurities and 
fears bubbled back up to the surface. After more than two months of being by Padme's side, 
now | would be alone again. I'd thought | could handle it but suddenly | wasn't sure | could make 
myself get on the ship. Pain knifed through my heart, my gut, my head. She was right in front of 
me and yet she was a million light years away. Why wasn't she torn up from the inside out as | 
was? 


| shot to my feet at the same time Padme glanced in my direction. She took in my tensed body 
in a single look and immediately stiffened, turning quickly to scan the area for trouble with an 
expert eye. It only took her a few seconds to take in our surroundings and when she couldn't 
find what had disturbed me, she turned back to the droid and, with a staying gesture, 
abandoned her place at Threepio's side and started to bridge the short distance between us. 


The air around me fairly sizzled with some undefined but vibrant energy. The power of my need 
ran beneath my skin, through my veins, a surfeit of obsessive hunger that burned through every 
line of my body. Everything, every tumultuous emotion reflected in my eyes. Padme's step 
faltered and she came to a dead stop just outside my range of reach. | hated when she did that, 
when she felt she had to be cautious around me. 


"What is it? What is wrong?" Padme asked in a tone of voice that belied the need for her 
question. 


At the sound of her voice, cool and detached, | practically flinched. | was wound as tightly as a 
string on a Mandalorian violin. If one more thing happened | was sure the pressure would prove 
too great and | would snap in two. As if on cue, the first pre-boarding address for my ship 
echoed off the walls of the courtyard. My hands balled into fists. Already?! 


No! 
Padme's eyes widened with a look of pained regret but just as quickly that expression was 


wiped away to be replaced with her senator's mask. Her head dipped down for a quick moment 
and then she was looking back up, her eyes sliding past mine to stare just over my shoulder. 
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Sith! At any moment, she was going to bid me a polite farewell as if | were a visiting dignitary or 
a stranger with whom her job required her to be the gracious government envoy. 


"Don't do that. Don't pretend I'm not here!" My voice cut so sharply it was a wonder she couldn't 
feel the sting of it on her skin. 


"Anakin..." She began in that unintentional condescending tone which irritated me to no end. It 
never failed to have the exact opposite effect for which it was intended. | wasn't one of her 
sister's children to be placated with a few kind words. | would've thought she'd have picked up 
on that after all our time together. 


Padme remained in place, playing nervously with the delicate chain bracelet encircling one 
slender wrist, but otherwise seemed calm and collected, unnaturally so. 


"You're going into politician mode and | haven't even left yet." | said, biting off each word witha 
snap. Unconsciously, | widened my stance and folded my arms across my chest, continuing to 
fix my sullen glare on her. 


Pained brown eyes finally flickered to life and they shi to to meet my annoyed stare. In a matter 
of moments she went from dignified senator to a girl who was clearly fighting to hold in her hurt 
as if her life depended on it. Padme's control slipped another notch. | watched dispassionately 
as her shoulders slumped and a visible tremor shook her hands. She inhaled harshly, the breath 
catching in her throat before coming back out as a shaky sigh. Indecision warred in her 
expressive eyes and the tense lines of her shoulders. 


"What...what do you want me to do, Anakin? What do you want me to say? Nothing is going to 
make this any easier. One of us has to remain rational." The words burst forth in a torrent of 
emotion. Her tone wavered a bit but even as | watched, Padme started to drag her shields back 
into place. 


It was like that night in front of the fireplace all over again. My heart was on my sleeve, my soul 
was laid bare and she wanted to remain 'rational'’? What would happen when | left? Would she 
push all thoughts of me aside and go about her business as if nothing had happened the 
moment my feet left the soil? Would she stick me in that convenient compartment labeled 'non- 
essential’? A seething anger at Padme, at the circumstances of our lives rose up inside of me. It 
wasn't fair! 


"Don't use that word with mel" | snarled. 


A flash of movement over her shoulder drew my glance to Threepio, still standing patiently 
where he'd been told to remain. He was also avidly listening to our exchange. When he saw that 
he'd drawn my notice a soft 'oh' of dismay came from him and then he hastily turned back as if 
to consider the statue comprising the centerpiece of the fountain. Apparently the droid's 
discretion program had finally kicked in. 


My eyes returned to a different Padme. In that split second of inattention, she'd managed to 
reassemble some control and hide all betraying signs of her emotions. | didn't need to see the 
rest of her face still hidden by the silk scarf to know how she would appear to any observers. 


Polite. 
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Aloof. 
Superior. 


Padme should have been the Jedi, not |. Emotions were like precious keepsakes to her; kept in 
the safety of neat boxes, taken out and handled carefully and always held out of the reach of 
others lest they be broken. She and Obi Wan were two of a kind. While I, on the other hand, 
was a volatile mix of intense feelings and over powering sensations. | let my emotions wash 
over me and guide me, trusting them instinctively to lead me forward in life. The Living Force - 
not that stagnant and cold detachment they preached non-stop at the Temple. 


When? How long? My mind droned again, nudging me back to the matter at hand. The 
questions whispered tauntingly in my ears, rising up to bait me persistently. The desolate ache 
in my gut was growing with every breath | took. The all consuming hunger for her continued its 
rise upwards, loudly demanding to be appeased. 


Angrily, | absorbed that air of detachment she wore so well. | could hear it in her voice, and see 
it in the lines of her body and in the depths of her eyes. If she thought it was going to be a 
goodbye like that; like protector and senator, like childhood friends, she was in for a shock. This 
was going to be a goodbye between husband and wife; this was going to be a goodbye between 
me and Padme. 


"You don't think | feel the same as you? That this isn't killing me? She continued as if | hadn't 
spoken. Desolation singed every word but | was past the point of noticing. "Gods, this is 
destroying me and the only way | can remain on my feet is to..." 


"Forget? Shove the memories away?" | interjected, pain and anger surging upwards, spurring 
me on. 


"Yes, damn you!" Padme choked out her reply in a furious whisper, ever conscious of prying 
ears. "Is that what you want to hear, Anakin, is it?" 


She couldn't do that, | wouldn't let her! 


| lunged forward in a blur of motion and snatched up her hand before she even registered I'd 
moved. Jerking her abruptly forward, she stumbled into me and had to grab onto my arm to right 
herself. The flat of my hand pressed against her lower back to keep her from pulling away. 


It was a moment suspended in time. We stood just centimeters apart, both of us refusing to 
back down or break the searing eye contact. The combined heat and coiled tension of our 
bodies triggered a primitive rush of desire and | stiffened against the material of my pants. A 
surge of possessive love-lust pervaded me, clawing my insides, demanding action. 


My hold on her hand and at her back tightened. I'd thought of her every day since we'd said 
goodbye that long ago afternoon on Naboo. I'd dreamed of her. I'd obsessed over her. And once 
| reached the age where | understood exactly what those feelings meant, | had wanted her with 
an immeasurable, unbearable longing that had preyed on my peace of mind. I'd had so many 
years of torture while Padme blithely went about her well ordered and pleasant life - forgetting 
all about the slave boy she'd befriended. 


| realized with a sudden start that | was jealous of that blissful ignorance she'd had the good 
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fortune to live under all that time. Something dark and heavy shifted in my head. 


"I'll tell you what | want, milady. | want to know not an hour goes by without a thought of me 
going through your head. | want to know you only feel half alive without me." | rasped, each 
word slashing at my insides, each word accompanied by a tug at the hand | held hostage. "| 
want you to feel the same desolation and hunger I've suffered through these past ten years." 


Padme stared up at me, a haunted expression shadowing her eyes. Our faces were so close | 
could see the curving, bitter smile twisting her lips through the flimsy covering of her veil. 


"You have already made sure of that, haven't you?" She asked softly, her eyes glittering back 
like shards of jagged glass. It was a look that reached down deep to twist my insides painfully. 


It was the closest she ever came to accusing me of unscrupulously using my abilities to 
manipulate her. A frisson of shame tore along the edges of my mind before | remembered why | 
had done it. Callously, | crushed the voice of my conscience, brushing it away like an 
obnoxious, buzzing bantha fly. Instead | considered every trick I'd used to woo and seduce her 
and | knew | wasn't sorry for any of them. A slow arrogant smile, insolent and smug, spread 
across my face. 


"Have |?" My tone was cool and steady. Padme might suspect but she would never reallyw fow 
for sure. Suspicion was nothing without proof. A slight shiver snaked down her spine and my 
eyes lit with satisfaction. There it was again, the hint of fear and reluctant arousal | found so 
invigorating. 


Everything else, the spaceport, the people, the mundane sounds of activity, all faded into the 
background leaving the two of us behind in a tension riddled cocoon. Our eyes remained locked 
in a battle neither of us wanted to lose but in which neither of us could hope to win. 


The air was suddenly rent with a booming mechanical voice announcing the first official 
boarding call for the ship to Coruscant. Instantly our silent bubble burst and the familiar sights 
and noises filtered back in, pulling us back at breakneck speed from out battle of wills. 


A riot of desperation flooded my soul. There was no part of my body that didn't ache, no part of 
my mind that wasn't racing from the panic. The fates were conspiring against me, against us. It 
was too soon! Fury at the circumstances pulling us apart pounded in chest, making my decision 
for me. 


With a barked order at Threepio to stay put and watch my case, | propelled an unresisting 
Padme across the courtyard towards a tiny office tucked in the shadows. I'd spied it earlier 
when I'd done a quick surveillance and with time rapidly running out | decided it would have to 
do. 


This was going to be a goodbye worthy of the passion we shared. 


The door was wide open, allowing the cool breeze to filter in and freshen the inside of the 
windowless and cramped room. It appeared to be a storage area for spare parts but judging by 
the thick layer of dust over almost every surface, | doubted it saw much activity. A waist high 
work bench stretched the length of one wall and was strewn with every conceivable bit of 
machinery imaginable. In the only available space left someone had managed to cram ina 
small desk and chair. Occupying thatt wat was a gray haired man who | estimated to be one 
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year older than Yoda and he was decidedly napping on the job. 


It wasn't a deep sleep however, for no sooner had we stepped over the threshold than he was 
pulling himself up from his reclining position and making a valiant attempt at stifling his yawn. 
Watery blue eyes surrounded by a web of wrinkles and topped by bushy eyebrows blinked at us 
in disbelief. From his behavior | doubted anyone besides himself had been in that place in 
years. 


"You should take a walk - get some fresh air and sunshine." | suggested. 
The old man blinked again. 


"Excuse me ...! need some air and sunshine." He muttered in a daze to himself and then 
stumbled to his feet and shambled past us out the door. 


Padme, still amazed at the power of a Jedi mind trick, stared after the wizened worker with her 
mouth agape. She was still watching him shuffle away when the door slid shut and the lock 
engaged with a quick beep. 


Before the sound had time to fade in that tiny, cluttered space, | whirled her around and roughly 
pushed her up against the door. Hair pins flew left and right, scattering on the grubby floor as | 
whipped the veil from her face. My mouth crashed over hers, all the pain and longing reflecting 
in the way | brutally savaged her. | demanded entry, plunging my tongue into her warm 
recesses with a violence born of knowing we would be parted for who knew how long. It was an 
angry kiss that Padme returned with equal fervor, with equal passion. Tongues and teeth 
clashed, bruising pressure pushed past any pleasure and bordered on pain. A sob was torn 
from her and | felt a flash of desolation sing through her that was so raw my own heart ached in 
response. | ripped my mouth from hers, panting harshly. 


"My wife, Padme . . . not senator, not daughter . . . you're mine first, the others follow.” | said 
fiercely, my eyes bla dow down into hers as she fought for her breath. | gripped her about the 
waist and lifted her up, swinging her around at a dizzying speed to come to rest none too gently 
on the work bench. Dust rose up in clouds as bits and pieces of machinery were shoved 
ruthlessly from their longstanding homes. 


My hands shook with the intensity of emotion sluicing through me but | still managed to yank the 
skirt of her dress up, swiftly pushing the material to bunch around her waist. Silk clegs egs 
parted willingly, drawing me closer, luring me in. 


"You won't pretend...you won't cast me aside...you belong to me!" | pulled her forward with a 
sudden jerk, blatantly grinding my arousal against her mound. The throbbing intensified when 
Padme gave a strangled cry of surrender, reaching down between our bodies and tearing my 
shirt from inside my waistband. 


To the tune of our increasingly irregular breathing, two small hands fumbled with the fastenings 
of my pants. Nimbly they worked to remove the inconvenient impediment blocking us from the 
intimate touch we both craved. One final tug and my hardened erection sprung free to rub 
eagerly against her inner thigh. Metal fingers fisted roughly in her long hair, drawing her face 
forcibly closer. The move elicited a moaning gasp from Padme and her brown eyes darkened 
with ever increasing arousal. 
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My gaze bore into hers, piercing through her hastily reassembled defenses as easily asa 
vibroblade through butter. | wanted to be sure she heard every word of what | had to say. 
Hungry despair and anger churned within me, waking the animal inside. 


"When you're in your office, senator... want you to remember this." My voice hissed like cold 
water on hot metal. 


| wrenched the damp silken material violently to one side and drove myself inside her in one 
hard thrust. The force of entry pulled an unintelligible cry from Padme that echoed loudly in the 
tiny room. Her fingers scrambled wildly at the dirty work surface before finally managing to grab 
the edge of the counter to brace her body for each rough stroke. A guttural groan vibrated in my 
chest. | needed her like water and air but not just on a physical level. | wanted to be imprinted 
on her very soul. 


"Think of this... tu ne'lle kaah ... "| continued. "Me. . . hard inside - y - your thighs wet with 
your excitement." 


Sweat pricked my scalp and rolled down to soak the collar of my shirt. Moisture beaded on the 
flesh visible above Padme's bodice, adding a shimmer to her translucent skin. With the door 
closed the room was practically airless. Our staggered breaths only added to the humid 
atmosphere. Another boarding call trilled over the announcement system. Frantic urgency beat 
a pounding measure in my head. ‘Mine’, every thrust proclaimed. 


"When you're lying in your bed, remember what | did to you, all the ways | made you scream... 
and beg." | purred in a voice saturated the temptation of sin. 


Lust hung in the air, heavy and moist. It surrounded us in a haze of mindless passion; a whirling 
vortex that sucked us into a surreal world where the only thing tangible was the mating of our 
bodies and the pulsing rhythm we moved to. The heat we were creating was almost too intense. 
It bordered on depraved and | devoured it with greedy hands and lips. | wanted more, | always 
wanted more. 


"Touch yourself and think of me." | breathed in a voice husky with insinuation. 


Something hot sparked in those fathomless eyes at my provocative words; an answering call to 
my carnal command. My shaft swelled and thickein rin response and | plunged into her sweet 
flesh with enough force to bruise. Thereasrease in the slickness soaking me told its own story. 
Bruises or not, we were both too lost to care. If | needed any further proof it was in the way 
every deep thrust was welcomed by the eager lifting of Padme's hips and her gasping 
whimpers. 


| claimed her mouth with an animalistic groan, swallowing her desperate cries, drowning in her 
lips. | swept my toninsiinside to taste her, to stamp the memory of that savage encounter on her 
conscience. When | had drunk my fill, | slid my mouth away, dragging my tongue along the 
curve of her jaw, nuzzling against her soft skin damp with the sweat of our passionate exertions. 


Our pace was furious and swift, the impact of our bodies bordering on the edge of pain. | drove 
into her relentlessly, giving her no quarter, no respite from the exquisite sensations the 
movement of our bodies created. With every snap of my hips, Padme's breath exploded and her 
low mewling cries caressed my ears. Her tight walls began to contract and | grunted my 
approval as fire licked under my skin. 
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Panted words, disjointed and barely comprehensible rushed past my ears. My name sounded, 
jumbling together with words of love and despair, sorrow and loss. The need to make a mark, to 
put my brand on her was overpowering and | obeyed the voice in my head without hesitation, 
without question. Time was running out and | wanted to feel her shatter in my arms one last 
time. 


Unbelievably she groaned out a request that nearly liquefied me on the spot. 
"Harder." She hissed fiercely, eyes boring into mine. 


A shuddering, harsh gush of air escaped me at her unexpected direction. Every brain cell 
imploded at once. | changed the angle of my thrusts with a savage grunt; making them deeper, 
tighter, shorter. Every hard stroke aiming to hit that one little spot I'd first shown her so many 
weeks ago. 


Whispering words she couldn't understand, | made my way down with deliberate intent to where 
her pulse beat madly just beneath the surface of her fragile skin. My hand tugged at her rich, 
brown curls, drawing her head back to expose the targeted area to my ravenous mouth. 


Padme's internal walls began to spasm, squeezing me in anticipation and my body hummed 
with the instinct to ry sey sey seed within her. | lashed my tongue over the tiny flutter at the base 
of her neck, sucking in the tender flesh in tandem with the cadence of my hips. One hand 
released its death grip on the edge of the table, coming up to clasp the back of my head, urging 
me closer. Around my waist | could feel the shifting strain of her muscles as her thighs tightened 
their hold and her heels dug into backside. Need, raw and primal thrummed restlessly in the air. 


"Anakin ... ple........ please." The words came out on a jagged breath, pleading for the 
pleasure-pain; begging for culmination. 


Her arousing words, whispered in that throaty, husky tone almost drowned out the third 
boarding call. 


We were both balanced precariously on the edge; all it took was a single act to send us over. | 
moaned low in my throat, inhaling the scent of her warm, wet skin, the perfume of her clean 
hair, letting it imprint in my memory a final time. | whispered her name with a reverence 
reserved for her alone and then sank my teeth over the fading bite marks I'd inflicted the night 
she'd agreed to marry me. 


Padme's entire body bowed and a scream was torn from her as | used my mouth like a weapon 
to shove her over the edge. The primal sound of her rapture pulled me down with her and we 
fell as one, coming together in a kaleidoscope of colors and a rush of hot, slick desire. My 
mouth remained latched to her neck, my arms holding her tight as her body writhed against 
mine. | licked greedily at the newly broken skin, suckling the abraded flesh and wringing fresh 
whimpers and pleas to not stop, to never stop. 


Not until her violently contracting inner muscles had milked me of everything | had, did | lift my 
head. An exhausted tremor racked my spent body and | slipped out of her tight sheath, 
breathing hard and heavy. The realization that time was up, that | had to leave broke through 
the all toief ief afterglow, stealing what strength remained and my legs suddenly gave way. 
Padme slid from her perch at the edge of the work top, her skirt falling back into place of its own 
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accord. She leaned back wearily against the table, her weakened legs refusing to give her their 
full support. | came down with a painful crack of bone against stone to rest on my knees before 
her. 


Too soon ... not enough time. Fear trickled down my spine. 


Tears, more copious even than the ones I'd shed atooatooine, threatened to roll down my face. | 
wrapped shaking arms around her waist and bd myd my face against her abdomen. Hard 
tremors racked my frame while | clung helplessly to her torso under the mind wrenching 
influence of the powerful forces of sorrow and misery. 


| murmured her name over and over, somehow managing to keep my voice from dissolving 
completely, though it quaked uncontrollably with every word. Comforting hands at the back of 
my head caressed me, fingers ed ted through my perspiration tangled hair. Lilting words floated 
down; too soft to understand yet somehow they still served to soothe and lull me. 


My throat was raw from the ache of holding back the emotions swamping me. A heavy weight 
pressed down on my chest, making breathing difficult and causing a buzzing in my ear. Despite 
my best attempts to stifle them, choking sounds of distress accompanied every jerky exhalation 
of air that managed to escape from my inefficient lun At At any second | was going to have to 
get myself off the floor and walk away from the girl | loved more than my own life. 


A steady knock rapped at the door followed by Threepio's hesitant but worried voice. They had 
called the final boarding. Neither Padme nor | acknowledged the information and the room fell 
back into a relative silence punctuated by still labored breathing. 

| twisted my head to the side, sighing as Padme's fingers lingered at my temple before 
threading back through my hair once more. | took in the dirty, disordered room in an absent 
daze and realized it reminded me a little of Watto's shop and of days and people long gone. 

It reminded me of my first sighting of Padme. 


| closed my eyes and pictured in my mind's eye the fourteen year old girl who, unbeknownst to 
me, had carried the fate of her world on her shoulders. 


A tow-headed boy watching from his vantage point atop a counter, a brown haired girl with 
chocolate eyes standing uncertainly in the midst of a pathetic collection of broken down 
machinery and junk. The ever-present smell of scorching sand skimming over the fumes of oil 
and grime. A sudden thought, a flash of the future. 

"I'm going to marry you." | whispered those words from the past dreamily. 


Padme's hands stilled in my hair, pressing me closer, cradling me with the warmth and scent of 
her body. 


"And you did." She said in a low, far away voice. 


That her words held just the barest hint of regret didn't bother me at all. 


Chapter 14: Epilogue 
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Prologue: Sometime during Revenge of the Sith 


"Absence from those we love is self from self - a deadly banishment." 
William Shakespeare 


At night | watch Padme sleep. There are too many times to count when | help her remain in the 
land of dreams so | don't have to look into her haunted wide-awake eyes. | can pretend then 
that everything is well and that | have fulfilled all of those youthful promises made during the 
days when there was still any real hope left. 


The air shimmers with something intangible. Something is wrong. 


Padme refuses to tell me what it is, claims that I'm imaging things. | can't delve into her mind as 
| once would have. Kenobi has seen to that. He taught her how to shield her thoughts from me, 
her own husband. | suspect she requested his help but that is yet another subject she refuses to 
discuss . ..no matter what form of persuasion | use. 


A change is coming. 


| can feel it in the thick air, hear it in the mocking whispers, and taste it in my mouth like ashes 
from a long dead fire. I'm sliding further into the chill of the black night while Padme remains 
firmly ensconced in the warmth of the day. Every hour is spent in a tortuous effort to claw my 
way back into her comforting graces. It is getting more and more difficult. So in an effort to 
anchor myself to the Anakin that now exists only in Padme's mind, | hold onto her tighter and 
tighter. | cling so tightly | imagine | hear her bones grinding together - it sounds like death. 


| can feel the roots of darkness twist their way down, wrapping around my heart, digging in 
deeper and deeper until excising them is no longer feasible without my death. If | were to let go 
of her the old Anakin will disappear as if he never existed. 


| won't let that happen. 


Padme is gone. 


The coldness sets in first, freezing the blood in my veins and turning my heart into a lifeless 
lump of ice. The rage comes next. A wave of blackness descends. It clouds my thinking while at 
the same time sharpening it to a level beyond that of a mere man. My body trembles with mind 
numbing rage. The anger and hate | once would have sought to suppress has free reign now. It 
dulls the pain. It numbs this sick bereavement that makes it difficult to think. 


Asmall part of my soul still sobs her name in my dreams. There are times | can taste her tears 
on my lips. 


Harsh, bitter laughter rises up from my black despair. The sound is jarring and sharp, so sharp it 


cuts and slashes at my insides. | had always been so worried about maintaining my control, in 
not relinquishing my power. But all along, Padme had possessed the power, the greatest of all 


148 


powers. In her two hands she held my heart, my humanity and when she left, she'd ripped it out 
and left a bloody gouge where it use to beat for her. 


Kenobi, my old Master - the man who was like a father to me . . . he has something to do with 
this. HE has told me of his betrayal and that of the Jedi. They will all pay dearly for interfering in 
my life again. 

| will find Kenobi. Or he will find me - it is inevitable. We have unfinished business, he and |; 
business that can only be resolved with the clash of our weapons. Mark my words, | will find 
relief at the end of my blade. 

| will find Padme. | will hunt her down and bring her back, no matter what | have to do. And 
when | have her again, she will tell me exactly what she fought to conceal from me, she will tell 
me the reason behind her betrayal and flight. More importantly, Padme will not escape me 
again. 

| possess her body and soul. 

| love her. 


Padme is mine. 


THE END of the Beginning 


Feedback very much appreciated. 
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